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TO  HER 


Royal  Highnefs 


THE 


DUTCHESS, 


MADAM,. 

M  B I T I O  N  is  (b  far  from  being  a  Vice  in  Poets, 
that  'tis  almoft  impolTible  for  them  to  fiicceed 
without  it.  Imagination  muft  be  rais'd,  by  a  de- 
fire  of  Fame,  to  a  defire  ofpleafing  :  And  they 
whom  in  all  Ages  Poets  have  endeavour'd  moft  to 
pleafe,  have  been  the  Beautiful  and  the  Great. 
Beauty  is  their  Deity  to  which  they  facrifice,  and 
Greatnefs  is  their  Guardian- Angel  which  prote6l:s 
them.  Both  thele  are  fb  eminently  joyn'd  in  the 
Perfbn  of  Your  Royal  Highnefs,  that  it  were 
not  eafie  for  any,  but  a  Poet,  to  determine  which  of  them  out-fliines  the 
other.  But  I  confefs,  MA  DAM^  I  am  already  byafs'd  in  my  choice :  I 
can  eafily  refign  to  others  the  Praife  of  your  lUuftrious  Family,  and  that 
Glory  which  You  derive  from  a  long-continu'd  Raice  of  Princes,  famous 
for  their  Aftions  both  in  Peace  and  War :  I  can  give  up  to  the  Hiftorians 
of  Your  Country,  the  Names  of  (b  many  Generals  and  Heroes  which  croud 
their  Annals ;  and  to  our  own,  the  hopes  of  thofe  which  You  are  to  pro- 
duce for  the  Britifh  Chronicle.  I  can  yield,  without  envy,  to  the  Nation 
of  Poets,  the  Family  of  Efie^to  which  Ariofio  and  Taj]'o  have  ow'd  their  Pa- 
tronage ;  and  to  which  the  World  has  ow'd  their  Poems :  But  I  could  not 
without  extream  reludlance  refign  the  Theme  of  Your  Beauty  to  another 
Hand.  Give  me  leave,  MA  DAM^to  acquaint  the  World  that  I  am  jea- 
lous of  this  Subje£l  j  and  let  it  be  no  diftionour  to  You,  that  after  having 
xais'd  the  Admiration  of  Mankind,  You  have  infpir'd  one  Man  to  give  it 
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voice.  But  with  whatfbever  Vanity  this  new  Honour  of  being  Your 
Podt  has  fill'd  my  Mind,  I  confefs  my  felf  too  weak  for  the  Infpiration ; 
the  Prieft  was  always  unequal  to  the  Oracle :  the  God  within  him  was  too 
mighty  for  his  Brealt.  He  laboured  with  the  Sacred  Revelation,  and  there 
was  more  of  the  Myftery  left  behindjthan  Divinity  it  felf  could  inable  him 
to  exprefs.  I  can  but  difcover  a  part  of  Your  Excellencies  to  the  World; 
and  that  too  according  to  the  meafure  of  my  own  weaknefs.  Like  thofe 
who  have  furvey'd  the  Moon  by  GlafTes,  I  can  only  tell  of  a  new  and 
fhining  World  above  us5but  not  relate  the  Riches  and  Glories  of  the  Place. 
Tis  therefore  that  I  have  already  wav'd  the  Subje6lof  Your  Greatnefs,  to 
refign  my  felf  to  the  Contemplation  of  what  is  more  peculiarly  Yours. 
Greatnefs  is  indeed  communicated  to  fbme  few  of  both  Sexes ;  but  Beauty 
is  confin'd  to  a  more  narrow  compafs :  'Tis  only  in  Your  Sex;  'tis  not  fliar'd 
by  many;  and  its  Supreme  Perfe6lion  is  in  You  alone.  And  h^rc^MADAM^ 
I  am  proud  that  I  cannot  flatter.  You  have  reeoneil'd  the  differing  Judg- 
ments of  Mankind :  for  all  Men  are  equal  in  their  Judgment  of  what  is 
eminently  bell.  The  Prizeof  Beauty  was  difputed  only  till  You  were  feen; 
but  now  all  Pretenders  have  withdrawn  their  Claims.  There  is  no  Com- 
petition but  for  the  fecond  place.  Even  the  faireft  of  our  Ifland  (which  is 
ram'd  for  Beauties)  not  darmg  to  commit  their  Caufe  againfl  You,  to  the 
Sufliage  of  thoie  who  moll  partially  adore  them.  Fortune  has,  indeed, 
but  render'd  Juffice  to  fb  much  Excellence,  in  fetting  it  fb  high  to  pub- 
lick  View :  or  rather  Providence  has  done  Juftice  to  it  felf,  in  placing  the 
mofl:  perfeft  Workmanfhip  of  Heaven,  where  it  may  be  admirM  by  all, 
Beholcjers.  Had  the  Sun  and  Stars  been  feated  lower,  their  Glory  bad 
not  been  communicated  to  all  at  once ;  and  the  Creator  had  wanted  fb 
much  of  his  Praife,  as  he  had  made  Your  Condition  more  obfcure.  But 
fee  has  pkc'd  You  fb  near  a  Crown,  that  You  add  a  Luflre  to  it  by  Your 
Beauty.  You  are  joyn'd  to  a  Prince  who  oaly  could  deferve  You :  whofe 
Condux^,  Courage,  and  Succefs  in  War,  whofe  Fidelity  to  his  Royal  Bro- 
ther, whofe  Love  for  his  Country, whofe  Conftancy  to  his  Friends,  whofe 
Bounty  to  his  Servants,  whofe  Juflice  to  Merit,  whofe  Inviolable  Truth,, 
and  v/hofe  Magnanimity  in  all  his  Ai^ions,  feem  to  have  been  rewarded 
by  Heaven  by  the  gift  of  You.  You  are  never  feen,  but  you  are  blefl : 
and  L  am  fure  You  blefs  all  thofe  who  fee  You.  We  think  not  the  Day 
is  long  enough  v/hen  we  behold  You :  And  you  are  fb  much  the  Bufinefs 
of  our  Souls,  that  while  You  are  in  figbt,  we  can  neither  look  nor  think- 
qn  any  elfe.  There  are  no  Eyes  for  other  Beauties :  You  only  are  prefent^^ 
ajid  the  reft  of  Your  Sex  are  but  the  unregarded  parts  that  fill  Your  Tri- 
i^ph.  Our  fight  is  fb  intent  on  the  Qbjed  of  its  Admiration,  that  our 
Tongues  have  not  leifure  even  to  praife  You:  for  Language  feems  too  - 
low  a  thing  to  exprefs  Your  Excellence;  and  our  Souls  are  fpeaking  fo- 
much  within,  that  they  defpife  all  forreign  Converfation.  Every  .Man^  , 
^ven  the  duiiefi,  k  thinking  more  than  the  moft  Eloquent  can  teach  him- ; 
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how  to  utter.    Thus,  MADAM^  in  the  midft  of  Crouds  You  reign  in 
Solitude ;  and  are  ador'd  with  the  deepeft  Veneration,  that  of  Silence.  'Tis 
true.  You  are  above  all  mortal  wiflies :  no  Man  defires  Impofiib-ilities,  be» 
caufe  they  are  beyond  the  reach  of  Natin'e.  To  hope  to  be  a  God,  is  folly 
exalted  into  madnefs ;  but  by  the  Laws  of  our  Creation  we  are  oblig'd 
to  adore  him;  and  are  permitted  to  love  him  too,  at  Humane  diftance, . 
'Tis  the  Nature  of  Peri e61:ion  to  be  attra61:ive ;  but  the  Excellency  of  the 
Obje6b  refines  the  Nature  of  the  Love.    It  ftrikes  an  impreflion  of  awfuL 
reverence ;  'tis  indeed  that  Love  which  is  more  properly  a  Zeal  than  Paf^  - 
fion.   'Tis  the  Rapture  which  Anchorites  find  in  Prayer,  when  a  Beam  o£ 
the  Divinity  fhines  upon  them :  that  which  makes  them  defpife  all  worldly 
Gbje6l:s ;  and  yet  'tis  all  but  Contemplation.  They  are  feldom  vifited  from  > 
above ;  but  a  fingle  Vifion  ib  tranfports  them,  that  it  makes  up  the  hap- 
pinefs  of  their  Lives.  Mortality  cannot  bear  it  often :  it  finds  them  in. the 
eagernefs  and  height  of  their  Devotion;  they  are  fpeechlels  for  the  time 
that  it  continues^nd  proftrate  and  dead  when  it  departs.  That  Extafie  had ; 
needs  be  ftrong,  which  without  any  end  but  that  of  Admiration,  has  power 
enough  to  deftroy  all  other  PafTions.  You  render  Mankind  infenfible  to  o- 
ther  Beauties;  and  have  deftroy'd  the  Empire  of  Love  in  a  Court  which . 
was  the  feat  of  his  Dominion.  You  have  fiibvertcd  (  may  I  dare  to  accufe 
You  of  it)  even  our  Fundamental  Laws ;  and  reign  abfblute  over  the  Hearts  ^ 
of  a  ftubborn  and  Free-born  People  tenacious,  almoft  to  madnefs,  of 
their  Liberty.    The  brighteft  and  moft  vidlorioiiis  of  our  Ladies  make 
daily  complaints  of  revolted  Subje61:s :  if  they  may  be  faid  to  be  revolted^. , 
whofe  fer vitude  is  not  accepted :  for  Your  Royal  Highnefs  i*  too  Great  and 
too  Juft  a  Monarch,  either  to  want  or  to  receive  the  Homage  of  rebellious 
Fugitives.    Yet  if  fbme  few  among  the  multitude  continue  ftedfaft  to  . 
their  firil  pretenfions, 'tis  an  Obedience  fb  luke-warm  and  languifhing,that' . 
it  merits  not  the  name  of  PafFion :  their  addrefles  are  fb  faint,  and  their  vows 
fb  hollow  to  their  Sovereigns,  that  they  feem  only  to  maintain  their  Faith,. , 
out  of  a  fenie  of  Honour :  they  are  afham'd  to  dcfift,  and  yet  grow  carelefs 
to  obtain :  Like  defpairing  Combatants  they  ^ftrive  againft  You  as  if  they 
had  beheld  unveil'd  the  Magical  Shield  ofYowcAriofio^  which  dazled  the 
Beholders  with  too  much  brightnefs:  they  can  no  longer  hold,  up  their  r 
Arms,,  they  have  read  their  deftiny  in  your  Eyes. . 

Sfhnde  la  Scudo^  a  guifa  di  Piropo ; , 
^    E  Luce  altra  non  <^  tanto  lucenH : 
Gader  in  terra  a  lo  J]).kndarfu  J'  'vofo^ 
CongU  occhi  ahhacinati^  e  fenza  mente,  . 

And  yet^MADAM^if  1  could  find  in  my  felf  the  power  to  leave  this  argu-  - 
ment  of  Your  incomparable  Beauty,  I  might  turn  to  one  which  would  e-- 
qually  o^oprefs^me  with  its  Greatnefs.  For  Youi*  Conjugal  Vertues  have  de-  - 
lerv'dtob^fetasan  Example  to  a. lefi-degeneratC5leli'tainted  Age-  They 
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approach  fb  near  to  Singularit}^  in  ours,  that  I  can  fcarcely  make  a  Panegy- 
Tjck  to  your  Royal  Highnels,  without  a  Satyr  on  many  others:  but  your  . 
Perfbn  is  a  Paradife,and  your  Soul  a  Cherubin  witliin  to  guard  it.  If  the  ex- 
cellence of  the  out-fide  invite  the  Beholders,  the  Majefly  of  your  Mind  de- 
ters them  from  too  bald  approaches ;  and  turns  their  x\dmiration  into  Reli- 
-gion.  'Moral  Perfections  are  rais'd  higher  by  you  in  the  fbfter  Sex :  as  if 
Ivlcn  were  of  too  courfe  a  mould  for  Heav'n  to  work  on,  and  tliat  the  Image 
Qi  Divinity  could  not  be  caft  to  Ukenefs  in  fb  hai-fh  a  Metal.  Your  Perfbn 
is  fb  admirable,that  it  can  fcarce  recei\^e  addition»when  it  fhall  be  glorify'd : 
and  your  Soul,  wliich  Ihincs  thorough  it,  finds  it  of  a  fubflance  fb  near  her 
own,  that  fhe  will  bepleas'd  to  pals  an  Age  withmit,  and  to  be  confin'd 
to  flich  a  Palace. 

I  know  not  how  I  am  hiu'ried  back  to  my  former  Theme :  I  ought,  and 
purpos'd  to  have  celebrated  thofe  Endowments  andQuahties  of  your  Klind, 
which  were  fiiSicienr,  even  without  the  Graces  of  your  Perfbn,  to  render 
you,  as  you  are,  the  Ornament  of  the  Court,  and  the  Objeil  of  Wonder  to 
three  p(ingdoms :  But  all  my  Prailes  are  but  as  a  Bull-mfh  caft  upon  a 
Stream  •  if  they  link  not,  'tis  becaufe  they  are  born  up  by  the  ftrength  of 
the  Current5which  flipports  their  lightnefs  •  but  they  arecarry'd  round  a- 
gain,  and  return  on  the  Eddy  where  they  fii'ft  began.  I  can  proceed  no 
farther  tlian  youi*  Beauty :  and  even  on  that  too,  1  have  faid  fb  httle,con- 
lidering  the  Greatnefs  of  tlie  Subjecl:,  that,  like  him  who  would  lodge  a 
Bowl  upon  a  Precipice,  either  my  Praile  falls  back,  by  the  weaknefs  of^ the 
-  Delivery,  orftays  not  on  tlie  top,  but  rowls  over,  and  is  loft  on  the  other 
•fide.  I  intended  this  a  Dedication,  but  how  can  I  confider  what  belongs  to 
my  felf,when  I  have  been  fb  long  contemplating  on  You  I  Be  pleas'd  then, 
ALADAM^  to  receive  tins  Toem^  without  intituling  fb  much  Excellency 
as  Yours,  to  the  Faults  and  Impei"fe6lions  ol  fo  mean  a  \\^-iter :  And  in- 
ftead  of  being  favourable  to  the  Piece,  which  meiits  notliing,  forgive  tiie 
Prefumption  of  the  Aurhor  j  who  is,  with  all  pofTible  V^eneration, 

Tour  ROTAL  HIGHNESS's 

MofiOhedtevt^ 
Alofi  Humble^ 
Mofi  Devoted  Servant^ 


JOHN  DRYDEN, 


ro  Mr.  DRYDEN,  on  his  POEM 
PARADISE. 


FOrgive  me,  awful  Poet,  if  a  Mufe, 
Whom  artlefs  Nature  did  for  plainnefs  chufe, . 
In  loofe  Attire  prefents  her  humble  Thought, 
Of  this  beft  POEM,  that  you  ever  wrought. 
This  faireft  Labour  of  your  teeming  Brain 
I  wou'd  embrace,  but  not  with  Flatt'ry  ftain ; 
Something  I  wou'd  tayour  vaft  Virtue  raife,. 
But  fcorn  to  dawb  it  with  a  fulfome  Praife;: 
That  wou'd  but  blot  the  Work  I  wou'd  commend,. 
And  Ihew  a  Court- Admirer,  not  a  Friend. 
To  the  dead  Bard,  your  Fame  a  little  owes, 
For  Milton  did  the  Wealthy  Mine  difclofe,. 
And  rudely  caft  what  you  cou'd  well  difpofe  : 
He  roughly  drew,  on  an  old  fafliion'd  ground, 
A  Chaos ;  for  no  perfeft  World  was  found. 
Till  through  the  neap  your  mighty  Genius  fliin'd  ^ 
His  was  the  golden  Ore  which  you  refin'd. 
He  firft  beheld  the  Beauteous  ruftick  Maidj 
And  to  a  place  of  Strength  the  Prize  convey'df 
You  took  her  thence :  to  Court  this  Virgin  brought, 
Dreft  her  with  Gemms,new  weav'd  her  hard  fpun  thought, 
And  foftefl  Language,  fweeteft  manners  taught. 
Till  from  a  Comet  Ihe  a  Star  did  rife, 
Notto  af&ight,  butpleafeour  wondring  Eyes. 
Betwixt  ye  both  is  fram'd  a  Nobler  Piece, 
Than  ere  was  drawn  mltalie  or  Greece., 
Thou  from  his  fource  of  Thoughts  ev'nSouIsdoftJbrln^;, 
As  fmiling  Gods  from  fullen  -S'^^^r;^  Spring. 
When  Nights  dull  Mask  the  Face  of  Heav'n  does  weafg^, 
'Tis  doubtful  Light,  but  here  and  there  z  Star^^ 
Which  ferves  the  dreadful  lhadows to  dilplay^, 
That  vanilh  at  the  rifing^of  the  Day^;. 
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IBut  then  bright  Robes  the  Meadows  all  adorn, 
-  And  the  World  looks  as  it  were  newly  born. 
So  when  your  Sence  his  Myftick  Reafon  cleared, 
The  Melancholy  Scene  all  gay  appear'd 
New  Light  leapt  up,  and  a  new  Glory  fmird. 
And  all  throughout  was  mighty,  all  was  mild. 
Before  this  Palace  which  thy  Wit  did  build, 
Which  various  Fancy  did  fo  jgawdy  gild. 
And  Judgment  has  with  fohd  Riches  filled, 
My  humbler  Mufe  begs  Ihe  may  Gentry  ftand, 
Amongfl  the  reft  that  guard  this  Eden  Land, 
fiut  there's  no  need,  for  ev'n  thy  Foes  confpire 
ThyPraife;  and  hating  thee,  thy  Work  adJnire. 
On  then,  O  mightieft  of  the  infpir'd  Men, 
Monarch  of  Verfe ;  new  Theams  employ  thy  Pen. 
The  Troubles  of  Majeftick  C  HA  RLES  down, 
Not  D^x'i^vanquifti'dmore  to  reach  a  Crown ; 
Praife  him,  as  Cowley  did  that  Hebrew  King, 
Thy  Theam's  as  great,  do  thou  as  greatly  fing. 
Then  thou  mayft  boldly  to  his  Favour  rife. 
Look  down,  and  the  bafe  Serpents  hifs  defpife ; 
From  thund'ring  Envy  fafe  in  Lawrel  fit, 
While  clam'rous  Critiques  their  vile  Heads  fubmit, 
Condemn'd  for  Treafon  at  the  Bar  of  Wit. 


NAi:  LEE, 


The  Author's  Apology  for  Heroick 
Poetry,  and  Poetick  Licence. 


0  fatisfie  the  Curiofity  ofthofe  who  will  give 
WM/fJ  themjehes  the  trouble  of  reading  the  en-' 
fuing  POEM^  I  think  my  jeljohligd  to 
render  them  a  Redfon ,  why  1  puhlifh  an 
OPERA  which  was  never  aEled.  In  the 
firjl  place  J  fhall  not  he  afharnd  to  own^that 
my  chief efl  Motive^  was  the  Amhition 
which  I  acknowledged  in  the  ^pijlle.  I 
was  defirous  to  lay  at  the  feet  of  fo  Beautiful  and  Excellent  a 
Princefs^  a  Work  which  I  confefs  was  unworthy  her ;  hut  which 
I  hope  Jhe  will  have  thegoodnefs  to  forgive.  I  was  alfb  indue  d 
to  it  in  my  own  defence :  many  hundred  Copies  of  it  heing  di^ 
fpersd  abroad^  without  my  knowledg  or  confent  ^  fo  that  every 
one  gathering  new  faults^  it  became  at  length  a  Libel  againji 
me ;  and 'I f aw ^  with  fome  difdain^  more  nonfence  than  either  /, 
or  as  bad  a  Poet^could  have  cram'd  into  it  ^  at  a  Months  warning; 
in  which  time  'twas  wholly  written^  and  not  fince  revisd.  After 
this^  I  cannot  without  injury  to  the  deceased  Author  of  Paradice 
Loft,  but  acknowledg  that  this  POEM  has  receiv  d  its  entire 
JFoundation^  part  of  the  Dejlgn^  and  many  of  the  Ornaments 
from  him.  What  I  have  borrow' d^  will  be  fo  eafily  difcernd from 
my  mean  Produ^ions^  that  I fhall  not  need  to  point  the  Reader 
to  the  places :  And^  truly^  I  fhould  be  forry^  for  my  own  fake^ 
that  any  one  fhould  take  the  pains  to  compare  them  together  : 
The  Original  beingundoubtedly  one  of  the  great  efl  ^  moji  noble  y 
and mofl  fublime  P  OEMS^  which  either  this  Age  or  Nation 
has  produced.  And  though  I  could  not  refufe  the  partiality  of 
my  Friend^  who  is  pleafed  to  commend  me  in  his  Verfes^  I  hope 
they  will  rather  be  efleem'd  the  effeU  of  his  Love  to  me^  than  of 
his  deliberate  andjober  judgment.    His  Genius  is  able  to  make 
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heautiful  what  he  pleafes :  7ety  as  he  has  been  too  favour  Me  to 
me^  I  doubt  not  but  he  ivill  hear  of  his  kindnefi  from  many  of 
our  Contemporaries,  For^we  are  fallen  into  an  Age  of  Illiterate  ^  - 
Cenforiousy  and  Det  railing  People^  who  thiis  qualified^fet  up  for 
Criticks^ 

In  the  firfl place y  Imufl  take  leave  to  tellthem^  that  they  whol- 
ly miflake  the  Nature  of  Critieifm^  who  think  its  bufinefi  is  prin^ 
cipally  to  find  fault,  Criticifm^  as  it  was  firft  injlituted  by  Ari- 
ftotle,  was  meant  a  Standard  of  judging  welL  The  chiefefi  part, 
of  which  is  to  olferve  thofe  Excellencies  which  fhould  delight  a. 
reafonahle  Reader.  If  the  Defign^  the  ConduHy  the  Thoughts ^ 
and  the  Expreffions  of  a  P  0  EMy  be  generally  fuch  as  pro- 
need  from  a  true  Geniiis  of  Poetry  ^  the  Critick  ought  to  pap  his 
judgment  in  favour  of  the  Author,  ^Tis  malicious  and  unmanly 
to  fnarl  at  the  little  lapfes  of  a  Pen^  from  which  Virgil  himfelf 
flands  not  exempted,  \iox2.z^ acknowledges  that  honeft  Homer 
nods  fometimes :  He  is  not  equally  awake  in  every  Line :  but  he 
leaves  it  alfo  as  a  flanding  Meafit^^re  for  our  judgments  y 

=  Non,  Ubi  plura  nitent  in  Carmine,  paucia 

Offendi  maculis,  quas  aut  incuria  fudit 
Aut  humana  parum  cavit  Natura.  

And\.on^mwSy  who  was  unJoubtedly^after  z\ri{lotIe,  the  great- 
ejl  Critick  among  the  Greeks,  in  his  twenty  feventh  Chapter 
^  v-i^w  has  judicioufly  prefer rd  the  fublime  Genius  that  fome- 
times erreSy  to  the  midling  or  indifferent  one  which  makes  few 
fault Sy  hut  feldom  or  never  rifes  to  any  Excellence^  He  com- 
pares the  fir fl  to  a.  Man  of  large  poffefionSy  who  has  not  leifure  to 
confider  of  every  flight  expencey  will  not  debafe  himfelf  to  the 
management  of  every  trifle  :  particular  fimms  are  not  layd  out 
or  fpar'dto  the  greatefi  advantage  in  his  Oeconomy:  but  are  fome- 
times fufferd  to  run  ta  waflcy  tvhile  he  is  only  careful  of  the  Main,. 
On  the  other  fide^  he  likens  the  Mediocrity  of  Wit ^  to  one  of  a 
mean  fortune y  who  manages  his  jlore  with  extream  frugality ^  or 
rather  parfmony:  but  who  with  fear  of  runninginto  profufenefSy^ 

mver. 
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never  arrives  to  the  magnificence  of  living.  This  kind  of  Genius 
writes^  indeed  corre^ly,  A  wary  Man  he  is  in  Grammar ;  very 
nice  as  to  Solacifm  or  Barharifm^  judges  to  a  hair  of  little 
decencies^  knows  letter  than  any  Man  what  is  not  to  be  written  • 
and  never  hazards  himfelf fo  far  as  to  fall:  hut  plods  on  deli-^ 
herately ;  and  as  a  grave  Man  ought ^  is  fure  to  put  his  flaff 
before  him ;  in  fhort^  he  fets  his  heart  upon  it ;  and  with  won-^ 
derful  care  makes  his  hufinefi  fure:  that  iSy  in  plain  Englifli, 

neither  to  be  blamed ^  nor  praised.          /  could ^  faith  my  Author^ 

find  out  fome  hlemifhes  in  Homer :  and  am  perhaps^  as  naturally 
inclind  to  be  difgufled  at  a  fault  as  another  Man :  But^  after  ally 
to  fpeak  impartially y  his  failings  are  fuch^  as  are  only  marks  of 
humane  frailty :  they  are  little  Mifiakes^  or  rather  Negligences^ 
which  have  efcapea  his  Pen  in  the  fervour  of  his  writing ;  the 
fuhlimity  of  his  Spirit  carries  it  with  me  againfl  his  c ar define fi : 
And  though  Apollonius  his  Argonautes ,  and  Theocritus  his 
Eidullia,  are  more  free  from  Errors^  there  is  not  any  Man  of  fo 
falfe  a  judgment ^  who  would  choofe  rather  to  have  been  Apol- 
lonius or  Theocritus,  than  Homer. 

^Tis  worth  our  confideration^  a  little  to  examine  how  much 
//;^y^  Hypercriticks  of  Englifh  Poetry^  differ  from  the  opinion^ 
of  the  Greek  and  h^t'me  Judges  of  Antiquity  ?  from  the  Italians 
and¥rmch  who  have fucceeded  them ;  and  indeed^  from  the ge^ 
neral  tafle  and  approbation  of  all  Ages.  Heroic k  Poetry^  which 
they  contemn^  has  ever  been  efleemd^  and  ever  will  be,  the 
greatefl  work  of  humane  Nature :  In  that  rank  has  Ariftotle 
placd  it^  and  Longinus  is  fo  full  of  the  like  Expreffwns^  that 
he  abundantly  confirms  the  others  Teflimony.  Horace  as  plain" 
ly  delivers  his  opinion ^  and particularly  praifes  Homer  in  thefe 
Verfes : 

Trojani  Belli  Scriptorem,  Maximc  Lolli, 

Dum  tu  declamas  Romse,  pri^nefte  relegi  : 

Qui  quid  fit  pulchrum,  quid  turpe,  quid  utile,  quid  non, 

Plenms  ac  melius  Chryhppo  &  Crantore  dicit. 


And 
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And  in  another  place^  niodefily  exclnding  him  felf  from  the  num" 
her  of  Poets^  hecauje  he  only  writ  Odes  and  Satyres^  he  tells 
you  a  Poet  is  fuch  an  one^ 

 Cui  mens  Divinior,  atque  os 

Magna  fonaturum. 

Quotations  are  fuperfuaus  in  an  eJlahliJFd  truth :  othenvife  I 
could  reckon  up  amongfl  the  Moderns^  all  the  Italian  Commen- 
tators on  An{xOt\€  s  Book  of  Poetry ;  and  amongfl  the  French^ 
thegreateji  of  this  Age^  Boileau,  Rapin :  the  latter  of  which 
is  alone  fufficient^  were  all  other  Criticks  lojl^  to  teach  anew 
the  Rules  of  Writing.  Any  Man  who  will  ferioufly  conjider  the 
nature  of  an  Epick  Poemy  how  it  agrees  with  that  of  Poetry  in 
general^  which  is  to  injlrucl  and  to  delight;  what  anions  it 
defcrihes^  and  what  Perfons  they  are  chiefly  whom  it  informs; 
tvillfindit  a  work  which  indeed  is  full  of  difficulty  in  the  attempt  ^ 
hut  admirable  when  ^tis  well  perform  a,  I  write  not  this  with  the 
teajl  intention  to  undervalue  the  other  parts  of  Poetry :  For  Co- 
medy is  hoth  excellently  inflruHive^and  extreamly pleafant :  Sa- 
tyre  lafhes  Vice  into  Reformation^and  Humour  reprefents  folly  So 
as  to  render  it  ridiculous.  Many  of  our  pre  fen  t  Writers  are  emi- 
nent in  hoth  thefe  kinds ;  and  particularly  the  Author  of  the  Plain 
Dealer,  whom  I  am  proud  to  call  my  Friend^  has  ohligd  all 
honefl  and  vertuom- Men^  by  one  of  the  mofl  lold^  mofl  general^ 
and m.ofl  ufefulSatyres  which  has  ever  been prefented  on  the  Eng- 
lifh  Theater,  I  do  not  difpute  the  preference  of  Tragedy ;  let 
every.  Man.  enjoy  his  tajie :  Lut  'tis  unjuft^  that  they  ivho  have  not 
the  leajl  notion  of  Heroick  writings  fhould therefore  condemn  the 
^kafure  which  others  receive  from  it^  hecauje  they  cannot  com- 
prehend it.  Let  them  pleafe  their  appetites  in  eating  what  they 
like;  hut  let  them  not  force  their  Dijh  on  all  the  Table.  They 
who  would  combat  general  Authority^,  with  particular  Opinion^ 
mujlfirfl  eft  ah  lifh  themf elves  a  Reputation  of  under  ft  an  ding  bet- 
ter than  other  Men.^  Are  all  the  flights  of  Heroick  Poetry^  to  he 
Mcluded  hombafty  unnatural^  and  meer  madneft^  hecaufe  they 

are- 
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are  not  affefied  with  theirExcellencies  ?  'Tts  juji  as  reafonahle  as 
to  conclude  there  is  no  day^  hecaufe  a  blind  Man  cannot  diflin- 
guijh  of  Light  aud  Colours :  ought  they  not  rather^  in  rnodefly^to 
doult  of  their  own  judgments^  when  they  think  this  or  that  Ex- 
prefwn  in  Homer,  Virgil,  Taffo,  or  MiltonV  Paradice,  he  too 
far flraind;  than pojitively  to  conclude ^that^th  aUfuflian^  and 
meer  nonfence  >  'Tis  true^  there  are  Limits  to  he  fet  hetwixt  the 
holdnefi  and  rafhnefi  of  a  Poet;  hut  he  muft  under jland  thofe 
limits  who  pretends  to  judge^  as  well  as  he  who  undertakes  to 
write  and  he  who  has  no  liking  to  the  whole^  ought  in  reafon  to 
le  excluded  from  cenfuring  of  the  parts.  He  mufi  he  a  Lawyer 
before  he  mounts  the  Tribunal:  and  the  Judicature  of  one  Court' 
tooy  does  not  qualifie  a  Man  to  prefide  in  another.  He  may 
be^  an  excellent  ? leader  in  the  Chancery,  who  is  not  fit  to  rule 
the  Common-Pleas.  But  I  will  prefumefor  once  to  tell  thewy  . 
that  the  holdejl  flrokes  of  Poetry^  when  they  are  managd'Art-^- 
fully ^  are  thofe  which  mojl  delight  the  Reader. 

Virgil  j;/^Horace,  thefevereJlWriters  of  the  fever  ejl  Age^. 
have  made  frequent  ufe  of  the  hardeft  Metaphors^  and  of  the 
Jlrongefl  Hyperboles :  And  in  this  cafe  the  hefl  Authority  is  the 
bejl  Argument,  For  generally  to  have  pleas' d^  and  through  all 
AgeSy  muji  bear  the  force  ofVniverfal  Tradition.    And  if  you 
would  appeal  from  thence  to  right  Reafon^  you  will  gain  no  more 
by  it  in  effe^^than firfl^to  fet  upy  our  Reafon  againfl  thofe  Authors;, 
and fecondly^  againfi  all  thofe  who  have  admird  them.  Tou 
mufi  pr  ove  ivhy  that  aught 'not  to  have  pleas' dy  which  has  pleas' d 
the  m^ofl  Learn  dy  and  the  mofi  Judicious :  and  to  he  thought 
knowings  jou  mufi  fir  (I  put  the  fool  upon  all  Mankind.  If  you  can 
enter  m.ore  deeply  than  they  have  done^  into  the  Caufes  and Ref- 
forts  of  that  which  moves  pleafure  in  a  Reader^  the  Field  is 
open^you  may  he  heard :  hut  thofe  Springs  of  humane  Nature  are 
not  Jo  eafily  difcoverd  by  ever  fuperfi^ial  fudge  :  It  requires 
Philofophy  as  well  as  Poetry  ^  to  found  the  depth  of  all  the  Paf  ■ 
fions;  what  they  are  in  themj'elves^  and  how  they  are  to  he  pro^ 
vok'd  :  and  in  this  Science  the  heft  Poets  have  exceUd,  Ariftotla 
misd  the  Fahrick  of  his  Poetry  ^  from-  ohfervation^  of  thofe 
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.things^  in  which  Euripides,  Sophocles,  an^  iEfchylus  pleased: 
He  conjiderd  how  they  raisd  the  Fajfions^  and  thence  has  drawn 
Rules  for  our  Imitation,  From  hence  have  fprung  the  Tropes 
and  Figures^  for  which  they  wanted  a  Name^  who  Jirji  pra^Hs'd 
them^  and  fucceeded  in  them^  Thus  Igrantyou^  that  the-know^^ 
ledg  of  Nature  was  the  Original  Rule ;  and  that  all  Poets 
ought  to  fludy  her ;  as  well  as  Ariftotle  and  Horace  her  Inter- 
preters, But  then  this  alfi  undeniable  follows^that  thofe  things 
which  delight  jall  Ages^  mujl  have  heen  an  Imitation  of  Nature ; 
which  is  all  I  contend.  Therefore  is  Rhetor ick  made  an  Art : 
therefore  the  Names  of  fo  many  Tropes  and  Figures  were  invent* 
ed:  hecaufe  it  was  ohfervd  they  had fuch  and  fuch  an  effeii  upon 
the  Audience.  Therefore  Catachrefes  and  Hyperboles  have 
found  their  place  amongfi-  them ;  not  that  they  were  to  he  avoid* 
ed^  hut  to  be  us^d judicioujly^  and  placd  in  Poetry^  as  heighten* 
ings  and  fhadows  are  in  Paintings  to  make  the  Figure  holder^  and 
caufe  it  to  fiand  off  to  Jight. 

Nec  retia  Cervis 

Ulla,  dolum  meditantur;  fays  Virgil  in  /'/j  Eclogues:  And 
/peaking  of  Leander  in  his  Georgiques, 

Cxcd,  node  natat  ferus  freta,  quern  fuper,  ingens 
Porta  tonat  Coeli ;  &  fcopulis  illifa  reclamant 
^quora : 

In  loth  of  thefeyou  fee  he  fears  not  to  give  Voice  and  Thought 
to  things  inanimate. 

Will  you  arraign  your  Mafier  Horace, /(7r  his  hardnefiof  Ex* 
prejfion^  when  he  defer  ihes  the  death  of  Cleopatra  ?  and  fays 
fhe  did  Afperos  trailare  ferpentes,  ut  atrum  corpore  combibe- 
ret  venerium  ?  hecaufe  the  Body  in  that  a^lion^  performs  what  is 
proper  to  the  Mouth  ? 

As  for  Hyperboles,  I  will  neither  quote  Lucan,  nor  Statius, 
Men  of  an  unbounded  imagination^  hut  who  often  wanted  the 

Poyze 
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Poyze  of  Judgement.  The  Divine  Virgil  voas  not  liable  to  that 
exception ;  and  yet  he  defer  ihes  Polyphemus  thu^s : 

Graditurque  per  ^equor 


Jam  medium  ^  nec  dum  fluftus  latera  ardua  tingit. 

In  Imitation  of  this  place  ^  our  Admir  able  Cowltj  thus  paints 
Goliah, 

The  Valley,  now,  this  Monfler  feem'd  to  fill ; 

And  we,  methought,  look'd  up  to  liim  from  our  Hill; 

Where  the  two  words  feem^d^  and  methought^  have  mollify  d  the 
Figure :  and  yet  if  they  had  not  been  the  re  ^  the  fright  of  the' 
Ifraelites  might  have  excus  d  their  belief  of  the  Giant* s  Stature^ 

In  the  eighth  of  the  iEneids,  Virgil  paints  the  fwiftnefi  of 
Camilla  thus  : 

Ilia  vel  inta&x  fegetis  per  fum.ma  volaret 
Gramina,  nec  teneras  curfu  Ixfiflet  ariftas ; 
Vel  Mare  per  medium,  fludu  fufpenfatumenti^ 
Ferret  iter,,  celeres  nec  tingeret  cequore  plantas. 

Tou  arenot  oblig  dy  as  in  Hijlory^  to  a  literal  helief  of  xvhaf 
the  Poet  fays;  but  you  are  pleas' d  with  the  Image  ^without  being 
couzend  by  the  Fitlion : 

Tet  even  in  Hiflory^on^ims  quotes  Herodotus  this  occaji^- 
fion  6>/Hyperboles.  The  Lacedemonians,yiry he^at  the firaights 
^/Thermopyl;r,  defended  themf elves  to  the  lafl  extremity :  and 
when  their  Arms  faiTd  them^  fought  it  out  with  their  Nails  and 
Teeth:  till  at  lengthy  Qth^  Perfians  fbooting  continually  upon 
them^  they  lay  buried  under  the  Arrows  of  their  Enemies.  It  is 
not  reafonahle^  (^continues  the  Critick)  to  believe  that  Men^ 
could  defend  themfelves  with  their  Nails  and  Teeth  from  an  arm- 
ed multitude  :  nor  that  they  lay  buried  under  a  pile  of  Darts  and 
Arrows 'y  and  yet  there  wants  not  prab ability  for  the  Figure  r 

becaufe: 
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iecaufe  the  Hyperbole  feems  not  to  have  been  made  for  the  Jake 
of  the  Defer iption ;  hut  rather  to  have  heen  producd  from  the 
vccajion. 

^Tis  true  J  the  holdnefi  of  the  Fibres  are  to  he  hidden  fome* 
times  hy  the  addrefi  of  the  Poet ;  that  they  may  work  their  effetl 
upon  the  Mind^  without  difcovering  the  Art  which  caus  d  it. 
And  therefore  they  are  principally  to  he  us'd  in  pajfion;  when  we 
Speak  more  warmly^  and  with  more  precipitation  than  at  other  ^ 
times :  For  then^  Si  vis  me  flere,  doiendum  eft  primum  ipfi  tibi ; 
the  Poet  mufi  put  on  the  Pajfion  he  endeavours  to  represent,  A 
Man  in  fuch  an  occafwn  is  not  cool  enough^  either  to  reafon  right-, 
ly^  or  to  talk  calmly.  Aggravations  are  then  in  their  proper 
places  \  Interrogations^  Exclamations^  J-Iyperlata^  or  a  dif- 
order  d  connexion  of  Difcourfeyare graceful  there^hecaufe  they  are 
Natural.  The  fumm-  of  all  depends  on  what  he  fore  I  hinted^ 
that  this  holdnef^  of  ExprejTton  is  not  to  he  hlam  d \  if  it  he  ma^ 
nagd  hy  the  Coolnefl  and  Discretion  which  is  neceffaryto  a  Poet. 

Tet  before  J  leave  this  SuhjeB^  I  cannot  hut  take  notice  how 
dif'ingenuous  our  Adverfaries  appear:  All  that  is  dull^infipid^ 
languijhingy  and  without  fnews  in  a  Poem^  they  call  an  Imita-  ' 
tion  of  Nature :  they  only  offend  our  mojl  equitahU  Judges ^  who 
think  heyond them ;  and  lively  Images  and  Elocution  are  never 
to  he  forgiven. 

What  Fuflian^as  they  call  it  ^have  I  heard  thefe  Gentlemen  find 
mt  in  Mr,  Cowley  V  Odes  ?  /  acknowledg  my  fe If  unworthy  to 
defend  fo  excellent  an  Author :  neither  have  I  room  to  do  it  here  : 
only  in  general  I  will  fay  y  thatnothing  can  appear  more  beautiful 
to  me^  than  the  jlrength  ofthofe  Images  which  they  condemn. 

Imaging  is^m  it  felf^  the  very  height  and  life  of  Poetry,  ^Tis^ 
m  Longinus  defer ihes  it^  a  Difcourfe^  which^  by  a  kind  of  Enthu- 
(lafm^  or  extraordinary  emotion  of  the  Soul^  makes  it  feem  to 
xiSy  that  we  behold  thofe  things  which  the  Poet  paint s^  fo  as  to  he 
pleas  d  with  them^  and  to  admire  them. 

If 
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If  Poetry  he  Imtatton^  that  part  of  it  mufl  needs  he  hejl% 
ivhich  dejcrihes  mofl  lively  our  Anions  and  Tajftons  \  our  Ver* 
tues^  and  our  Vices ;  our  Follies^  and  our  Humours  :  for  neither 
is  Comedy  without  its  part  of  Imaging ;  and  they  who  do  it  left^ 
are  certainly  the  mo  ft  excellent  in  their  kind.  This  is  too  plainly 
provd  to  be  denied.  But  how  are  Poetical  Pinions,  how  are 
Hippocentaures  andchymceras^or  how  are  Angels  and  Immaterial 
Suhftancds  to  he  imagd  ?  whichyfome  of  them^  are  things  quite 
out  of  Nature :  others  ^fuch  whereof  n>e  can  have  no  notion  ?  this 
is  the  lafi  refuge  of  our  Adverfaries ,  and  more  than  any  of  them 
have  yet  had  the  wit  to  ohjeB  againft  us.  The  Anfwer  is  eajie  to 
the  firfl  part  of  it.  The  Fi^ion  of  fome  Beings  which  are  not 
in  Nature y  Qfecond  Notions  as  the  Logicians  call  them")  has  heen 
founded  on  the  conjunction  of  two  Natures^  which  have  a  real 
feparate  Being.  So  Hippocentaures  were  imagind  hy  joyning 
the  Natures  of  a  Man  and  Horfe  together ;  as  Lucretius  tells 
usy  who  has  us^d  this  word  of  Image  oftner  than  any  of  the 
Poets. 

Nam  certe  ex  vivo,  Centauri  non  fit  Imago, 
Nulla  fuit  quoniam  talis  natura  animal : 
Verum  ubi  equi  atque  hominis,cafu,  convenit  Imago, 
Hcerefcit  facile  extemplo,  ^ c. 

The  fame  Reafon  may  alfo  he  alledgd  for  Qki^mxx^s  and  the 
reft.  And  Poets  may  he  allow  d  the  like  Liherty^  for  defcrihing 
things  which  really  exift  not^  if  they  are  founded  on  popular  he^ 
lief:  of  this  Nature  are  Fairies^  Pigmies^  and  the  extraordina^ 
ry  effelis  of  Magick :  For  'tis  fiill  an  Imitation^  though  of  other 
Mens  fancies :  and  thus  are  Shakefpear'x  Tempeft,  his  Midlum- 
mer  nights  Dream,  and  Ben.  JohnfonV  Mask  of  Witches,  to 
he  defended.  For  Immaterial  Suhflances  we  are  author izd  hy 
Scripture  in  their  defcription:  and  herein  theText  accommodates 
itfelf  to  vulgar  apprehenfionyingtvingAngels  the  Ukenef^  of  heau- 
tiful  young  Men. Thus  after  the  Pagan  Divinityjjas  Homer  drawn 
bis  Godsmth  humane  Faces :  and  thus  we  have  Notions  of  things 

C  alove 
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ahove  us,  hy  defcrihing  them  like  other  Beings  more  within  our 
Knowledge^ 

I  wijh  I  could  produce  any  one  Example  of  Excellent  Imaging 
in  all  this  Poem :  perhaps  I  cannot :  hut  that  which  comes  neareji 
it,  is  in  thefe  four  Lines,  which  have  been  fufficiently  canvas' d 
hy  my  xoell-natur  d  Cenfors. 

Seraph  and  Cheruh^  carelefs  of  their  Charge, 
And  wanton,  in  full  eafe  now  hve  at  large : 
Unguarded  leave  the  pafles  of  the  Sky 
And  all  diflblv'd  in  Hallelujahs  lye. 

/  have  heard  Qfayes  one  cf  them^  of  Anc hovels  diffdvd itt 
Sauce ;  hut  never  of  an  Angel  in  Hallelujahs.  A  mighty  Witti' 
cifrn,  (if you  will  pardon  a  new  word!  ")  hut  there  is  fome  diife- 
rence  between  a  Laugher  and  a  Critick.He  might  haveBurlefqud 
Virgil  too,  from  whom  I  took  the  Image :  Invadunt  Urbem, 
Ibmno  vinoque fepultam.  A  Cities  heinghuried,  ujufl  as pro^ 
per  an  occafion,  as  an  AngeVs  being  diffolvd in  Eafe,  and  Songs 
of  Triumph,    Mr.  Cowley  lies  as  open  too  in  many  places : 

Where  their  vaft  Courts  the  Mother  Waters  keep,  ^c,  for  if 
the  Mafs  of  Waters  be  the  MotherSjthen  their  Daughters,the  lit- 
tle St  reams, are  hound  in  all  good  manners,  to  make  Courf'fw  to 
them,  and  ask  them  Blejfing.  Hew  eafie  ^tis  to  turn  into  ridicule 
the  hefl  DefcriptionSj  when  once  a  Man  is  in  the  humour  of  laugh-- 
ing,  till  he  wheezes  at  his  own  dull  jejl !  but  an  Image  which  is 
firongly  and  beautifully  fet  before  the  Eyes  of  the  Reader,  will 
fiill  be  Poetry,  when  the  merry  fit.  is  over ;  and  lajle  when  the 
other  is  forgotten. 

I  promised  to  fay  fomewhat  of  Poetick  Licence,  but  have 
^   in  part  anticipated  my  DifcourJ'e  already,    Poetick  Licence  / 
take  to  be  the  Liberty  which  Poets  have  affurri d  to  themfelves 
in  all  Ages^of  fpeaking  things  in  Verfey  which  are  beyond  the  fe-^ 

verity^ 
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'verity  of Profe.  'Tis  that  particular  chara^er^which  dijlinguijhes 
and fets  the  bounds  hetwixt  Oratio  foluta  and  Poetry.  Thjs^  as 
to  what  regards  the  thought ^  or  imagination  of  a  Poet^confifls  in 
Fiction :  out  then  thofe  thoughts  mujl  he  exprefi'd ;  and  here 
arife  two  other  branches  of  it :  For  if  this  Licence  be  included 
in  a  Jingle  word^  it  admits  of  Tropes :  if  in  a  Sentence  or  Tropo^ 
fitioHy  of  Figures :  both  which  are  of  a  much  larger  extent^  and 
more  forcibly  to  be  usd  in  Verfe  than  Profe.  This  is  that  Birth' 
right  which  is  derivd  to  us  front  our  great  Fore-fathers^  e  ven^ 
from  Homer  down  to  Ben.  and  they  who  would  deny  it  to  us^ 
have^  in  plain  terms y  the  Foxes  Qu^arrel  to  the  Grapes  i  they  can* 
not  reach  it. 

How  far  thefe  Liberties  are  to  be  extended^  I  will  not  prefume 
to  determine  he  re  ^  fine  e  Horace  does  not.  But  it  is  certain^  that 
they  are  to  be  varied  according  to  the  Language  and  Age  in  which 
an  Author  writes.  That  which  would  be  allow  d  to  a  Grecian 
Poet^  Martial  tells  you^  would  not  be  fi^erd  in  a  Roman„ 
And  'tis  evident  that  the  Englilh  does  more  nearly  follow  the 
flri^neft  of  the  latter ^  than  the  freedoms  of  the  former.  Con^ 
mBionof  EpitheteSy  or  the  conjunction  of  two  words  in  one^  are 
frequent  and  elegant  in  the  GTttky  which  yet  Sir  Philip  Sidney, 
and  the  Tranflator  of  Du  Bartas,  have  unluckily  attempted  in 
the  Englifli ;  though  this  Iconfefi^  is  notfo  proper  an  Injiance  of 
Poetick  Licence,  as  it  is  of  variety  6^/ Idiom  in  Languages^ 

Horace  a  little  explains  himfelf  on  this  fubjed  of  Licentia 
Poetica,  in  thefe  Ferfes^^ 

 Piftoribus  atque  Poetis 

Quidlibet  audendi  femper  fuit  aequa  potellas : 
Sednon,  ut  placidis  coeant  immitia,  nonut 
Serpentes  Avibus  geminentur,  Tygribus  Hosdh 

He  would  have  a  Poem  of  a  piece ;  not  to  begin  with  one  things 
and  end  with  another :  he  retrains  it  fofar^  that  thoughts  of  an 
unlike  Nature^  ought  not  to  hejoynd together.  That  were  indeed 

C  2  to 
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Jo  make  a  Chaos.  He  tax'd  not  Homer,  nor  the  Divine  Virgil, 
for  inter efmg  their  gods  in  the  Wars  of  Troy  and  Italy :  nei^ 
ther  had  he  novo  livd^  would  he  have  tax  d  Milton,  as-  our 
falfe  Criticks  h^ve  prefum  d  to  do^  fos  his  choice  of  a  fuper^- 
natural  Argument :  hut  he  would  have  hlamdmy  Author^  who 
was  a  Chriftian,  had  he  introduced  into  his  Poems  Heathen  Dei^ 
ties^  as  T^t^o  is  condemn  d  by  Rapin  on  the  like  occafion  : 
and  as  Camoens,  the  Author  of  the  Lufiads,  ought  to  he  cen." 
furd  hy  all  his  Readers^  when  he  brings  in  Bacchus  and  Clirift 
into  the  fame  Adventure  of  his  Fable.  From  that  which  ha^ 
been  faid^it  may  be  colleHed^that  theDefinition^  ofWit{which  has 
been  fo  often  attempted^  and  ever  unfuccefifully  by  many  Poets^ 
is  only  this.  That  it  is  a  Propriety  of  Thoughts  and  Words ;  or 
in  other  Terms ^  Thoughts  and  Words  elegantly  adapted  to  the 
Subject.  If  our  Criticks  will  joyniffue  on  this  Definition  y  that 
we  may  eonvenire  in  aliquo  tertio ;  if  they  will  take  it  as  cl 
granted  Principky  twill  be  eajie  to  put  an  end  to  this  difpute. 
Man  will  difagree  from  another  s  judgment ^  concerning  the  dig- 
nity of  Style  y.  in  Heroick  Poetry:  but  all  reafonable  Men  will 
conclude  it  neceffary^  that  fublime  Suhje^s  ought  to  be  adorn  d 
with  thefublimejly  and  (j:onfec[uenJ:ly  often)  with  the  moft figura- 
tive exprejfions.  In  the  mean  time  I  will  not  run  into  their  fault 
of  impofing  my  opinions  on  other  Men^  any  more  than  I  would  my. 
Writings  on  thetr  tafie :  I  have  only  laid  down^  and  that  fuper^ 
f daily  enough^  my  prefent  thoughts;  and  fh  all  be  glad  to  be 
taught  better^  by  thofe  who  pretend  to  reform  our  Poetry. 
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STATE  of  INN  O  C  E  N  C  E  , 

A  N  D 

F  A  L  L  of  M  A  N- 

An  O  P  E  R  ^: 

The  firfi  Scene  refrefents  a  Chaos^  or  a  confused  MaJ^  of  Matter ;  the  Stage 
is  almofi  wholly  dark.  A  Jymfhony  of  Warlike  Mufick  is  heard  for  fome . 
time  y  then  from  the  Hea^vens,  ( which  are  opened) fall  the  rebellious  An-- 
gels  wheeling  in  the  Air,  and  feeming  transfix  d  ' with  Thunderbolts. 
The  bottom  of  the  Stage  being  opened,  recei'ves  the  Angels,' who  faU  mt 
of  fight.    Tunes  of  ViBory  are  plafJ,  and.an  Hymnfung-^.Angelsr 
dijcover^d  above,  brandijhing  their  Swords.  The  Mufick  ceafing,.  and 
the  Heavens  being  closed,  the  Scene  jhifts,  and  on  a  fudden  refrefents 
Hell.  Tart  of  the  Scene  is  a  Lake  of  Brimfione  or  rowling  Fire ,  the-, 
Earth  of  a  burnt  colour.  T%e  fallen  Angels  af pear- on  the  Lake ^  lying 
profirate-y  a  Tune  of  Horrour  and  Lamentation  is  heard,  -  '  ^   -  ^     *  ' 

■3  3.10m  ?>qiiib-3^i 
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X//ci-"TS  tfiis  the  Seat  our  Conquerorhas-givea?-  ,-  y/ii 
fer.  I  And  this  the  Climate  we  mufl  changeibrHeaven  ?? 
Thefe.Regions  and  this  Realm  my  Wars  have  got  ^ 
This  Mournful  Empire  is  the  JUo^r'^Lftt,:  i;  .  .  .  > ; 
In  Liquid  Burnings,  or  on  Dry  to  dweIJ^~-  l-'p^fh  u  J 
Is  ail  the  fad  Variety  of  Hell  .  \    '^^^ij  t^iofiv- 

But  fee,  the  Vidtor  has  recall'd  from  -far^   ^  ^ 
Th' Avenging  Storms,.  hisMjtaiSeri9f;W 


vHis  Shafts  are  Ipentj,  and  bis_tij^d  T  fleep; 

Nor  longer  bellow  through  the  Bpmdle^^  Deep.. 

Bell  taEe  tR^occafion,  and  thefe  Waves  forfake. 

While  time  is  giv'n.    Ho^  Afmodayy  awake, 

If  thou  art  he :  but  Ah how  changed  fromjiirrij^ , 

C6mp|ni0n  of  my  ^uis^i^'jip^^  wan  f  f  lit> w  dim !  / 

How  faded  all  thy  Glories  ^e !  J  ifee 

My  felf  too  well,  and  my  own  change,  in  thee. 

A  fmo4^y.  Prince  of  the  Thrones,wh'P,  in  th€  Fiel(is  of  Light, 
Led'ft  forth  th' imbattel'd  Seraphim  to.  figbt^     -  - 
Who  lliook  the  Pow'r  of  Heavens  Eternal  State, 
Had  broke  it  too,  if  not;  ^pheld^by  Hate^ixi 
But  now  thofe  hopes  are  fled :  thus  low  we  lie. 
Shut  from  his  day,  and-that  contended  Skie;  . 
And  loll,  as  far  as  Heav'nly  Forms  can  die.; 
Yet,  not  all  perilh'd :  we  deixe  him  ilill}. 
And  yet  wage  War,  with  our  unconquer'd  Will. 

X^ucif.  Strength  may  return. 

Afm.  Already  of  thy  Vertue  I  partake, 
Erefted  by  thy  Voice. 

Lucif^       ;  \^  .Av-  vSe^  ^  Lake 

Our;Troo|)S^tfe  itl  Autumn^  lie  : 

Ftrflrlet  us  raif^  pia^;  ftlves,.  aad  feek  the  drie. 
Perhaps  more  eafie  dweUing. 

-  Afm.  —  From  the  Beach, 

Thy  well-known  Voice  tli£  fleeping  Gods  will  reach, 
And  wake  th'  Immortal  Sehfe  which  Thunders  noife 
Had  quelf  d,  an4  L^ightr^mg,  deep  1^^^  driy'n  within 'm. 

Luc  if.  With  Wings  expanded  wide,  our  felves  we'll  rear. 
And  fly  incumbent  on  the  dusky  Ajir  : 
Hell,  thy  new- Lord  receive.  '  ^ 
Heaven  cannot  envy  me  an  Empire  here,  ^  ^ . . 

,  iogsYBrl  ^uW  i^^^^'^^'/t^  to  dry  Land,] 

Afin.  Thus^fe'^ha^^  p^yaii'd  J  if  thajt:  be  gain 
Which  is  but  change  of  place,  not  ^hange  of  pam. 
Now  fummon  we  the  reft.  ^  ^ ' 

Z^r//;Dominions,Pow'rs,yi^  Cl^ipfs  of  Heav'n  s  brightHoft, 
(Of  Heav'n's,  oneeybuW  •  biit  vi6\%\  in  Battel,  loft) 

Wake 
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Wake  from  your  flumber :  Are  your  Beds  of  Down  ! 

Sleep  you  fo  eafie  there  ?  or  fear  the  frown 

Of  him  who  threw  you  thence,  and  joys  to  fee 

Your  abjeft  ftate  confefs  his  Viftory  I 

Rife,  rife,  e're  from  his  Battlements  he  view 

Your  proftrate  poftures,  and  his  Bolts  renew. 

To  ftrike  you  deeper  down.  < 

^y^,  _  Thcywali£,  they  hear^ 

Shake  off  their  flumber  firft,  and  next  thqir  fear ; 
And  only  for  th' appointed  Signal  flay.     ^  7 
Ludf.  Rife  from  the  Flood,  and  hither  wing  your  way.  S 
MoLfrom  theLake.ThlnQ  to  commandjOur  part  'tis  to  obey,  j 

The  reft  of  the  Devils  rife  up 
and  fly  to  the  Land?^ 

Lucif.  So,  now  we  are  our  felves  again,  anHoft 
Fit  to  tempt  Fate,  once  more,  for  what  we  loft. 
T'  o'erleapth'Etherial  Fence,  oriffo  high 
We  cannot  climb,  to  undermine  his  Side, 
And  blow  him  up,  who  juftly  rules  us  now, 
Becaufe  more  ftrong:  fliould  he  be  forc'd  to  bow,. 
The  right  were  ours  again :  'Tis  juft  to  win 
The  higheft  place ;  t' attempt,  and  fail,  is  fin. 

Mol.  Changed  as  we  are,  we  're  yet  from  Homage  free^; 
We  have,  by  Hell,  atleaft  gain'd  Liberty: 
That's  worth  our  Fall ;  thus  low  tho'  we  are  driv'nj. 
Better  to  rule  in  Hell,  than  ferve  in  Heav'n. 

Lucif.  There  fpoke  the  better  half  of  Lucifer  ! 

Afm,  'This  fit  m  frequent  Senate  we  confer,, 
And  then  determine  how  to  lleer  our  courfe; 
To  wage  new  War  by  Fraud,  or  open  Force. 
The  Doom's  ik>w  pall ;  Submiffion  were  in  vaim 

Mol.  And,  were  it  not,  fuch  bafenefs  I  difdain.. 
I  would  not  ftoop,  to  purchafe  all  above ; 
And  fhould  contemn  a  Pow'r  whom  Pray'r  could  move^ 
As  one  unworthy  to  have  conquer'd  me. 

Beelzehuh.  Moloch^  in  that,  all  are  refolv'd  like  theeo. 
The  means  are  unpropos'd ;  but  'tis  not  fit 
Our  dark  Divan  in  pubUck  view  lliouid  fit:. 
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Or  what  we  plot  agaitifl:  the  Thunderer, 
Th'  Ignoble  Crowd  of  Vulgar  Devils  hear. 

Lucif.  A  Golden  Palace  let  be  rais'd  on  high ; 
To  imitate  ?  No,  to  out-lliine  the  Skie ! 
AH  Mines  are  ours,  and  Gold  above  the  reft : 
Xet  this  be  done,  and  quick  as  'twas  exp reft. 

\_A  Palace  rifes^  where  fit  as  in  a  Council^ 
Luctferj  Afmoday^  Moloch^  Belial^ 
Beelzebub  andSathan. 

Moft  high  and  mighty  Lords,  who  better  fell 
From  Heav'n,  to  rife  States-General  of  Hell  \ 
Nor  yet  repent,  though  ruin'd  and  undone. 
Our  upper  Provinces  already  won, 

Such  Pride  there  is  in  Souls  created  free, 
Such  hate  of  Univerfal  Monarchy ;) 

Speak,  (  for  we  therefore  meet)  ' 

If  Peace  you  chufe,  your  Suffrages  declare; 
'Or  means  propound,  to  carry  on  the  War. 

MoL  My  Sentence  is  for  War ;  that  open  to6 : 
Unskill'd  in  Stratagems,  plain  force  I  know : 
Treaties  are  vain  to  Lofers  \  nor  would  we. 
Should  Heav'n  grant  Peace,  fubmit  to  Sovereignty. 
We  can  no  caution  give,  we  will  adore; 
And  He  above  is  warn'd  to  truft  no  more. 
What  then  remains  but  Battel  ? 

Sathan.  I  agree. 
With  this  brave  Vot^ ;  and  if  in  Hell  there  be 
Ten  more  fuch  Spirits,  Heav'n  is  our  own  again : 
We  venture  nothing,  and  may  all  obtain. 
Yet  who  can  hope  but  well,  fince  ev'n  Succefs 
Makes  Foes  fecure,  and  makes  our  danger  lefs. 
■Seraph  and  Cherub  carelefs  of  their  Charge, 
And  wanton,  in  flill  eafe  now  live  at  large, 
Unsarded  leave  the  pafies  of  the  Skie, 
Andalldiflblv'd  in  Hallelujahs 

Mol.  Grant  that  our  hazardous  attempt  prove  vain  ; 
We  feel  the  worft,  fecur'd  from  greater  pain : 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps  we  may  provoke  the  Conqu'ring  Foe 
To  make  us  nothing ;  yet,  ev'n  then,  we  know 
That  not  to  be, "  is  not  to  he  in  v/oe. 

Bel/aL  That  Knowledge  which,  as  Spirits,  we  obtain, 
Is  to  be  valu'd  in  the  midlt  of  pain : 
Annihilation  were  to  lofe  Heav'n  more : 
We  are  not  quite  exifcl,  where  thought  can  foar . 

Then  ceafe  tirom  Arms   — 

Tempt  him  not  farther  to  purfue  his  blow ; 
And  be  content  to  bear  thofe  pains  we  know. 
If  what  we  had  we  could  not  keep,  much  lefs 
Can  we  regain  what  thofe  above  pofTefs, 

^d'd'/^e'^^^.Heav'n  fleeps  not  ^  from  one  wink  a  breach  would 
In  the  full  Circle  of  Eternity.  (be 
Long  pains,  with  ufe  of  bearing,  are  half  eas'd ; 
Heav'n  unprovok'd,  at  length  may  be  appeas'd. 
By  War,  we  cannot  fcape  our  wretched  lot ; 
And  may,  perhaps,  not  warring,  be  forgot. 

Afm.  Could  we  repent,  or  did  not  Heav'n  well  know 

RebeUion  once  forgiv'n,  would  greater  grov\' : 

I  lliould,  with  Belia/y  chufe  ignoble  eale; 

But  neither  will  the  Conquerour  give  Peace, 

Nor  yet  fo  loft  in  this  low  ftate  we  are; 

As  to  defpair  of  a  well-manag'd  War. 

Nor  need  we  tempt  thofe  heights  which  Angels  keep, 

Who  fear  no  force,  or  ambulh  from  the  Deep, 

What  if  we  find  fome  eafier  Enterprize  ? 

There  is  a  place,  if  ancient  Prophecies 

And  Fame  if  Heav'n  not  err,  the  bleft  Abode 

Of  fome  new  Race,  call'd  Man,  a  Demy-God, 

Whom,  near  this  time,  th' Almighty  muft  create  i 

He  fwore  it,  fliook  the  Heav'ns,  and  made  it  Fate. 
Luc/f.  I  heard  it ;  through  all  Heav'n  the  rumour  ran, 

And  much  the  talk  of  this  intended  Ma^  : 

Of  form  Divine ;  but  lefs  in  excellence 

Than  we;  endu'd with Reafon iodg d in  Senfc : 

The  Soul  pure  Fire,  like  ours  of  equal  force ; 

But,  pent  m  Flelh,  mull:  ilTue  by  Difcourfe : 

D  We 
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We  fee  what  is ;  to  Man  Truth  muft  be  brought 
By  Senfe,  and  drawn  by  a  long  Chain  of  thought 
By  that  faint  Light,  to  wiH,  andunderftandj 
For  made  lefs  knowing,  he^s  at  more  eommand. 

Afm.  Though  Heav'n  be  fliut,  that  World  if  it  be  made 
As  neareft  Heav'n,  lies  open  to  invade : 
Man  therefore  muft  be  known,  his  Strength,  his  State, 
*  And  by  what  Tenure  he  holds  all  of  Fate. 
Him  let  us  then  feduce,.  or  overthrow : 
The  firft  is  eafieft ;  and  makes  Heav'n  his  Foe. 
Advife,  if  this  attempt  be  worth  our  care. 

Belial,  Great  is  th' advantage,  great  the  hazards  are. 
Some  one  (but  who  that  task  dares  undertake  ? ) 
Of  this  new  Creature  muft  difcovery  make. 
Hell's  Brazen  Gates  he  firft  muft  break,  then  far 
Muft  wander  through  old  Night,  and  through  the  War 
Of  antique  Chaos;  and,,whenthefe  arepaft, 
Meet  Heav'n's  Out-guards  who  fcout  upon  the  wafte :. 
At  every  Station  muft  be  bid  to  ftand,. 
And  fbrc'd  to  anfwer  every  ftrift  demand. 

MoL  This  glorious  Enterprife   [Rifagu/>. 

Lucif.  Raih  Angel,  ftay;. 

[Rijingy  and  laying  hh  Scepter  on  Moloch  kn  bead.] 
That  Palm  is  mine^  which  none  fliali  take  away. 
Hot  Braves,,  like  thee,  may  fight;  but  know  not  welt 
To  manage  this,  the  laft  great  Stake  of  Hell. 
W  hy  am  I  ranked  in  State  above  the  reft, 
If  while  I  ftand  of  Sovereign  Power  pofleff. 
Another  dares,  in  danger,  farther  go? 
Kings  are  not  made  for  eafe,  and  Pageant-lhow.. 
Who  would  be  Conquerour,  muft  venture  all  : 
He  merits  not  to  rife,  who  dares  not  fall. 

Afm.  Thepraife,  and  danger,  then,  be  all  your  own. 

Lucif,  On  this  Foundation  I  eredl  my  Throne: 
Through  Brazen  Gates,  vafli  Chaos,  anii  okl  Night, 
rU  force  my  way ;  and  upwards  fteer  my  flight : 
Difcover  this  rrev/ World,  and  newer  Man  ; 
Make  him  my  Foot-ftep  to  mount  Heav'n  again: 

The 
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Then,  in  the  clemency  of  upward  Air, 

We'll  fcour  our  fpots,  and  the  dire  Thunders  fear, 

With  all  the  remnants  of  th'  unlucky  War, 

And  once  again  grow  bright,  and  once  again  grow  fair. 

Afm.  Mean  time  the  Youth  of  Hell  ftricl  guard  may  keep, 
And  fet  their  Gentries  to  the  utmoft  Deep, 
That  no  Etherial  Parafite  may  come 
To  fpieourlUs,  and  tell  glad  Tales  at  home. 

Lucif.  Before  yon' Brimftone-Lake  thrice  ebb  andflow, 
(Alas,  that  we  muft  meafure  Time  by  woe ! }  r 
I lhall return :  (my mind prefages well) 
And  outward  lead  the  Colonies  of  Hell. 
Your  care  I  much  approve;  what  time  remains. 
With  Sports  and  Mufick,  in  the  Vales  and  Fields, 
And  whatever  Joy  fo  fad  a  Climate  yields. 
Seek  to  forget,  at  leaft  divert  your  pains. 

Betwixt  the  firft  ASi  and  the  fecond^  while  the  Chiefs  fit  in 
the  Palaceytnay  he  expreffed  the  Sports  of  the  Devils ;  as  Flights 
and  Dancing  in  Grotefque  Figures ;  and  a  Song  exfreffing  the 
change  of  their  Condition ;  what  they  enjoy  d  before*^  and  how 
they  fell  iravely  in  Battel^  having  deferved  Victory  hy  their  Va- 
lour ;  and  what  they  would  have  done  if  they  had  conq^uerd. 


Ad:.  II.  Scene  i.  A  Chanipain  Country. 

Adam,  as  newly  created^  laid  m  a  Bed  of  Mofi  and 
Flowers^  hy  a  Rock. 

[Rifing:\ 

Adam.  T  T  THat  am  J  ?  or  from  whence  ?  For  that  I  am, 

V  V   I  know,  becaufe  I  think ;  but  whence  I  came. 
Or  how  this  Frame  of  mine  began  to  be. 
What  other  Being  can  difclofe  to  me  ? 
I  move,  I  fee;  Ifpeak;  difcourfe,  and  know; 
Though  now  I  am,  I  was  not  always  fo. 

D  z  Then 
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Then  that  from  which  I  was,  muft  be  before: 
Whom,  as  my  Spring  of  Being,  I  adore. 
How  full  of  ornament  is  all  I  view. 
In  all  its  parts !  and  feems  as  beautiful  as  new : 

0  goodly  order' d  Work !  O  Pow'r  Divine, 
Of  thee  I  am ;  and  Ayhat  I  am  is  thine ! 

Raphael  de fiends  to  Adam  in  a  Cloud. 

Raphael.  Firft  of  Mankind,  made  o'er  the  World  to  reign, 
Whofe  Fruitful  Loins  an  Unborn  Kind  contein, 
Well  haft  thou  reafon'd ;  of  himfelf  is  none 
But  that  Eternal  Infinite,  and  One, 
Who  never  did  begin^  who  ne'er  can  end ; 
On  him  all  Beings,  as  their  Source,  depend. 
We  firft,  who  of  his  Image  muft  partake. 
Whom  He  all  Spirit,.  Immortal,  Pure  did  make. 
Man  next ;  whofe  Race  exalted,  muft  fupply 
The  place  of  thofe,  who,  falling,  loft  the  Sky. 

Adam,  Bright  Minifter  of  Heav'n,  fent  here  below . 
To  me,  who  but  begin  to  think  and  know.; 
If  lucii  could  fell  from  Blife,  who  knew  and  law 
By  near  admiflion,  their  Creator's  Law ; 
What  hopes  have  I,  from  Heav'n  remote  fo  far. 
To  keep  thofe  Laws,  unknowing  when  I  err  ? 

Raphael.  Right  Reafon's  Laws  to  every  humane  heart 
Th"^ Eternal,  as  his  Image,  will  impart : 
This  teaches  to  adore  Heaven's  Majefty  ; 
In  Pray'r  and  Praife  does  all  Devotion  lye  : 
So  doing,  thou  and  all  thy  Race  are  bleft. 

Adam,  Of  every  creeping  thing,  of  Bird,  and  Beafl; 

1  fee  the  Kinds :  in  pairs  diilmc^:  they  go ; 

The  Males  their  Loves,  their  Lovers  Females  know. 
Thou.na(m'dft  ajlace  which  myft  proceed  from  me,;:  r 
"^et  my  whole  Species  in  my  felf^  I  fee  : 
A  barren  Sex,  and  fingle,  of  no  ufe ; 
But  full  of  Forms,  which  l  ean  ne'r  produce. 

Raphael.  Tliink  not  the  Pow'r  who  made  thee  thus,can  find 
No  way  like  theirs  to  propagate  diy  kind.; 

-  '  Mean 


Mean  time,  live  happy,  in  thy  felf  alone  ; 
Like  him  who,  fmgle,  fills  th'  Etherial  Throne; 
To  ftudy  Nature  will  thy  time  employ : 
Knowledg  and  Innocence  are  pertedtjoy. 

Adam.  If  Solitude  were  bed,  th' All-wife  above 
Had  made  no  Creature  for  himfelf  to  love. 
I  add  not  to  the  Pow'r  he  had  before ; 
Yet  to  make  me,  extends  his  goodnefs  more. 
He  would  not  be  alone,  who  all  things  can ; 
But  peopled  Heav'n  with  Angels,  Earth  with  Man. . 

Raphael.  As  Man  and  Angels  to  the  Deity, 
So  all  inferiour  Creatures  are  to  thee. 
Heav'n  s Greatnefs  no  fociety  can  bear; 
Servants  he  made,  and  thofe  thou  wanfft  not  here. . 

Adam.  Why  did  he  Reafon  in  my  Soul  implant, . 
And  Speech,  th'  effeft  of  Reafon  ?  to  the  mute 
My  Speech  is  loft ;  my  Reafon,;  to  the  Brute. 
Love,  and  Society,  more  BlefTmgs  bring 
To  them,  the  Slaves,  than  Pow'r  to  me  their  King. 

Raphael.  Thus  far,  to  try  thee ;  but,  to  Heav'n/ twas.  know 
It  was  not  beft  for.  Man  to  be  alone 
An  equal,  yet  thy  fubjeft,  isdefign'd: 
For  thy  foft  hours,  and  to  unbend  thy  Mind:, 
Thy  ftronger  Soul  fliall  her  weak  Reafon  fway ; 
And  thou,  through  Love,  her  Beauty  lhalt  obey  : 
Thou  flialt  fecure  her  heiplefs  Sex  from  harms ; 
And  flie  thy  Cares  ihall  fweeten  with  her  Charms. 

Adam.  What  mope ^can  Heav'n  beftow,  or  Man  require  I 

Raphael.  Yes  ;  he  can  give  beyond  thy  owndefire. 
A  Manfion  is  provided  thee,  more  fair  ' 
Thanthis ;  and  worthy  Heav'n's  peculiar  care : 
Not  fram'd  of  common  Earth,  nor  Fruits,  nor  Flowers^ 
Of  vulgar  growtli ;  butiike  Celeftial  Bowers : . 
The  Soil  luxuriant,  and  the  Fruit  Divine,  'l 
Where  golden  x^pples  on  green  Branches  ihinc,  C 
And  purple  Grapes  diffolve  into  Immortal  Wine.  3 
For  Noon-day's  heat  are  clofcr  Arbors  made ; . 
And  for  frelli.  Ev'mng  Air,  the  op'ner  glade. 

Afccnd 
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Arcend:  and,  as  we  go, 
More  wonders  thou  llialt  know. 

Adam.  And,  as  we  go,  let  Earth  and  Heav'n  above 
Sound  our  great  Maker's  Po w'r,  and  greater  Love. 

They  afcend  to  foft  Mufick^  and  a  Song  is  fung. 

The  Scene  changes ;  and  represents  ahove^  a  Sunglorioujly  rifing^ 
and  moving  orbicularly :  at  a  diflancej^elow^is  the  Moon ;  the  part 
Mext  the  Sun  enlightened^  the  other  dark.  A  black  cloud  comes 
ivhirlingfrom  the  adverfe  part  of  the  Heavens^bearing  Lucifer  i» 
it;  at  his  nearer  approach^  the  body  of  the  Sun  is  dark  ned^ 

Lucifer.  Am  I  become  fo  monftrous  ?  fo  disfigur'd. 
That  Nature  cannot  fuffer  my  approach. 
Or  look  me  in  the  Face  ?  but  ftands  agaft ; 
And  that  fair  Light  which  gilds  this  new  made  Orb, 
Shorn  of  his  Beams,  flirinks  in,  accurft  Ambition ! 
And  thou,  black  Empire  of  the  neather  World, 
How  dearly  have  I  bought  you !  But,  'tis  paft : 
I  have  already  gone  too  far  to  ftop, 
And  muft  pufli  on  my  dire  Revenge,  in  ruin 
Of  this  gay  frame,  and  Man,  my  upftart  Rival; 
In  fcorn  of  me  created.    Down,  my  Pride, 
And  all  my  fwelling Thoughts;  I  muft  forget, 
A  while,  I  am  a  Devil;  and  put  on 
A  fmooth,  fubmilTive  Face;  elfe  I,  in  vain 
Have  paft  through  Night  and  Chaos,  to  difcover 
Thofe  envy'd  Skies  again,which  I  have  loft. 
But  ftay ;  far  off;  I  lee  a  Chariot  driv'n, 
Flaming  with  Beams^  and  in  it  Vriel^ 
One  of  the  Seven;  (I  know  his  hated  face) 
Who  ftands  in  prefence  of  th'Eternal  Throne. 
And  feems  the  Regent  of  that  glorious  Light. 

From  that  part  of  the  Heavens^  where  the  Sun  appears^  a  Cha^ 
riot  is  difcover edy  drawn  with  white  Horfesa,  and  in  it  Uriel,  the 
Regent  of  the  Sun.  The  Chariot  moves  fwiftly ^towards  Lucifer^ 
md  at  Uriefj  approach^  the  Sun  recovers  his  Light. 

Vriel 


( II ) 

Vriel.  Spirit,  who  art  thou?  and  from  whence  arrived?: 
Q  For  I  remember  not  thy  Face,  in  Hcav'n) 
Or  by  command,  or  hither  led  by  choice? 
Or  wander'ft  thou  within  this  lucid  Orb, 
And  ftray'd  from  thofe  fair  Fields  of  Lightabove,, 
Amidfl:  this  new  Creation  want'ft  a  Guide, 
To  reconduft  thy  fteps  ? 

Lucifer.  Bright  Z/riel^ 

Chief  of  the  Seven,  thou,  flaming  Minifter, 

Who  guardU  this  new  Created  Orb  of  Light, 

■"The  World's  Eye  that,  and  thou  the  Eye  of  it)  l^l^gjlt^ 

T'^y  Favour,  and  high  Office,  make  thee  known:: 

A:i  humble  Cherub  I,  and  of  lefs  note, , 

Yet,  bold,  by  thy  Permiflio%,  hither  come,. 

On  high  difcoveries  bent. 

Z/riel.  ^  Speak  thy  Defigm, 

Lucifer.  Urg'd  by  Renown  of  what  I  heard  above^^ 
Divulg'd  by  Angels  neareft  Heav'n's  high  King, 
Concerning  this  new  World,  I  came  to  view 
(\i  worthy  fuch  a  Favour)  and  admire 
This  laft  effeft  of  our  great  Maker'^s  Pow'r  : 
Thence,,  to  my  wond'ring  Fellows  I  fhall  turn; 
FuUfraught  with  joy  ful  tidings  of  thefe  Works,, 
New  matter  of  his  Praife,  and  of  our  Songs. 

Vriel.  Thy  Bufinefs  is  not  what  deferves  my  blame 
Nor  thou,  thy  felf,  unwelcome ;  fee  feir  Spirit, 
Below  yon'  Sphere,  (of  matter  not  unlike  it,) 
There  hangs  the  Ball  of  Earth  and  Water  raixt,, 
Self-center'd,  andunmov'd. 

Lucifer.  BUt  where  dwells  Man  ? 

Vriel.  On  yonder  Mount  thou  feeftit  fenc'd  with  Rocks^, 
Ami  round  th'  afcent  a  Theatre  of  Trees, 
A  Sylvane  Scene,  which  rifing  by  degrees,. 
Leads  up  the  Eye  below,  ,  nor  gluts  the  Sight 
With  one  full  Prolpeft,  but  invites  Jbymany^,. 
To  view  at  laft  the  whole  l  there,  his  abode^, 
Thither  dire^thy  flight;. 

Lucifer.  — -■ —  -O- blelE  bctfeoii^ 
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Who,  to  my  low  converfe,  haft  lent  thy  Ear, 
And  favour'd  my  Requeft :  Hail,  and  fare weL 

[  Flies  downwards  out  of  fight, 
*   Vriel.  Not  unobferv'd  thou  go'ft,  who  e'r  thou  art; 
Whether  fome  Spirit,  on  holy  purpofe  bent, 
Or  fome  fall'n  Angel  from  below  broke  loofe, 
Who  com'ft  with  envious  Eyes,  and  curft  intent, 
To  view  this  World,  and  its  created  Lord  : 
Here  will  1  watch,  and,  while  my  Orb  rouls  on, 
Purfue  from  hence  thy  much  fufpefted  flight  ; 
.And,  if  difguis'd,  pierce  through  with  beams  of  Light. 

[The  Chariot  drives  forwards  out  of fight. 

The  Scene  Paradife. 

Trees  cut  out  on  each  fide^  with  fever  al  Fruits  upon  them : 
a  Fountain  in  the  midfi :  at  the  far  end^  the  Profpe^  ter- 
minates  in  Walks. 

Adam.  If  this  be  dreaming,  let  me  never  wake; 
But  ftill  the  joyes  of  that  fweet  rteep  partake. 
Methought —  but  why  do  I  my  blifs  delay 
By  thinking  what  I  thought  ?  Fair  Vifion,  ftay ; 
My  better  half,  thou  fofter  part  of  me,  ^ 
To  whom  I  yield  my  boafted  Soveraignty,  > 
I  feek  my  felf,  and  find  not,  wanting  thee.  3  Exit. 

Enter  Eve. 

Eve.  Tell  me  ye  Hills  and  Dales,  and  thou  fair  Sun, 
Who  fliin'ft  above,  what  am  I  ?  whence  begun  ? 
Like  my  felf,  I  fee  nothing :  from  each  Tree 
The  feather  d  kind  peep  down,  to  look  on  me ; 
And  Beafts  with  up-caft  eyes,  forfake  their  fliade. 
And  gaze,  as  if  I  were  to  be  obey'd. 
Sure  1  am  fomewhat  which  they  wifli  to  be, 
And  cannot :  I  my  felf  am  proud  of  me. 

What's 
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What's  here?  another  Firmament  below,  (Looks  into 

Spread  wide,and  other  trees  that  downward  grow?  t  aFountam 

And  now  a  Face  peeps  up,  and  now  draws  near, 

With  fmiling  looks,  as  pleas'd  to  fee  me  here. 

As  I  advance,  fo  that  advances  too. 

And  feems  to  imitate  what  e're  I  do : 

When  I  begin  to  fpeak,  the  Lips  it  moves ; 

Streams  down  the  Voice,  as  it  would  fay  it  loves. 

Yet  when  I  would  embrace,  it  will  not  flay:  \Stoops  down  u 

Loll  e'r  'tis  held ;  when  neareft,  far  away.      }  embrace.  ^ 

Ah!  fair,  yetfalfe;  ah  !  Being  form'd  to  cheat. 

By  feeming  kindnefs,  mixt  with  deep  deceipt. 

Enter  Adam. 

Adam.  O  Virgin,  Heav'n-begot,  and  born  of  Man^ 
Thou  faireft  of  thy  great  Creator's  Works ; 
Thee,  Godefs,  thee  th'  Eternal  did  ordain 
His  fofter  Subftitute  on  Earth  to  reign : 
And  wherefoe'r  thy  happy  foot-fteps  tread, 
Nature  in  Triumph  after  thee  is  led  : 
Angels,  with  pleafure,  view  thy  matchlefs  Grace, 
And  love  their  Maker's  Image  in  thy  Face. 

Eve.  O !  Dnly  like  my  felf,  (  for  nothing  here 
So  graceful,  fo  majeftick  does  appear  C) 
Art  thou  the  Form  my  longing  Eyes  did  fee, 
Loos'd  from  thy  Fountain,  and  come  out  to  me  ? 
Yet,  fure  thou  art  not;  nor  thy  Face,  the  fame ; 
Nor  thy  Limbs  moulded  in  fo  foft  a  Frame : 
Thou  look'ft  more  fternly,  doll  more  ftrongly  movei 
And  more  of  awe  thou  bear  ft,  and  lefs  of  Love. 
Yet  pleas'4 1  hear  thee,  and  above  the  reft ; 
I,  next  my  felf  admire,  and  love  thee  beft. 

Adam.  Made  to  command,  thus  freely  I  obey ; 
And  at  thy  Feet  the  whole  Creation  lay. 
Pity  that  Love  thy  Beauty  does  beget : 
What  more  I  lhall  defire,  I  know  not  yet. 
Firft  let  us  lock'd  in  clofe  embraces  be ; 
Thence  I,  -perhaps,  may  teach  my  felf  and  thee. 

E  £ve^ 
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Eve.  Somewhat  forbids  me,  which  I  cannot  name  | 
For  ignorant  of  guilt,  I  fear  not  lliame : 
But  fome  reftraining  thought^  I  know  not  why. 
Tells  me,  you  long  Ihould  beg,  I  long  deny. 

Adam.  In  vain!  my  right  to  thee  is  feai'd  above  | 
Look  round,  and  fee  where  thou  canll  place  thy  Love* 
All  Creatures  elfe  are  much  unworthy  thee  ; 
They  match'd,  and  thou  alone  art  left  for  me. 
li  not  to  love,  we  both  were  made  in  vain  ; 
I  my  new  Empire  would  refign  again. 
And  change,  with  my  dumb  flaves,  my  nobler  Mind  ; 
Who,  void  of  Reafon,  more  of  pleafure  find. 
Methinks,  for  me  they  beg   each,  filently. 
Demands  thy  Grace,  and  feems  to  watch  thine  Eye, 

Eve.  I  well  fore-fee,  when  e'r  thy  fuit  I  grant, 
That  I  my  much-lov'd  Soveraignty  lhall  want : 
Or  like  my  felf,  fome  other  may  be  made ; 
And  her  new  Beauty  may  thy  Heart  invade. 

Adam.  Could  Heav'n  fome  greater  Mafcer-piece  devife^^ 
Set  out  with  all  the  Glories  of  the  Skies  ; 
That  Beauty  yet  in  vain  he  Ihould  decree, 
Unlefs  he  made  another  Heart  for  me. 

Eve.  With  how  much  eafe  I,  whom  I  love,  believe  1 
Giving  my  felf,  my  w^ant  of  worth  I  grieve. 
Here,  my  inviolable  Faith  I  plight,  \Exeunt^  he 

So,  thou  be  my  Defence,  I,  thy  delight.  S  leading  her. 


Acl.  IIL  Scene  i,    Para  Jije. 

Lucifer.  T^Air  place ;  yet  what  is  this  to  Heav'n,  where  J, 
\^   Sate  next,  fo  almofl  equalf  d  the  mofl  High ; 
I  doubted,  meafuring  both,  who  was  more  ftrong 
Then,  v/illmg  to  forget  time  fince  fo  long, 
Scaixe  tliouglit  I  v/as  created :  vain  defire 
Of  Empire,  in  my  thoughts  ftilllliot  me  higher^ 
To  mount  above  his  ficred  Head ,  ah  why^ 
Wlien  he  fo  kind,  w<ts  fe  ungrateful  I  ? 
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He  bounteoufly  beftow'd  unenvy'd  good 
On  me;  in  arbitrary  Grace  I  ftood : 
T'acknowledge  this,  was  all  he  did  exaft^ 
Small  Tribute,  where  the  Will  to  pay  was  a£t.  . 
I  mourn  it  now,  unable  to  repent, 
As  he,  who  knows  my  hatred  to  relent, 
Jealous  of  Pow'r  once  queftion'd ;  Hope,  farewell  ; 
And  with  Hope,  Fear;  no  Depth  below  my  Hell 
Canbeprepar'd:  then.  111,  be  thou  my  Good ; 
And  vaft  Deftruftion,  be  my  Envy's  food. 
Thus  I,  with  Heav'n,  divided  Empire  gain ; 
Seducing  Man,  I  make  his  project  vain. 
And  in  one  hour,  deftroy  his  fix  days  pain. 
They  come  again ;  I  muft  retire. 

Enter  Adam  a^id  Eve. 

Adam.  Thus  fliall  we  live  in  perfect  Blifs,  and  fee^ 
Deathlefs  our  felves,  our  numerous  Progeny. 
ThoU  young  and  beauteous,  my  defires  to  blefs ; 
I,  ftill  definng  what  I  ftill  poffefs. 

iSz/<?.Heav'n,from  whence  Love(our  greateft  Blelling  came) 
Can  give  no  more,  but  ftill  to  be  the  fame. 
Thou  more  of  Pleafure  may 'ft  with  me  partake ; 
I,  more  of  Pride,  becaufe  thy  Blifs  I  make. 

Adm.  When  to  my  Arms  thou  broughtft  thy  Virgin  Love, 
Fair  Angels  fung  our  Bridal  Hymn  above : 
Th'  Eternal  nodding  jdiook  the  Firmament, 
Anrf  confcious  Nature  gave  her  glad  Confent. 
Rofes  unbid,  and  ev'ry  Fragrant  Flower, 
Flew  from  their  ftalks,  to  ftro w  they  Nuptial  Bower : 
The  furr'd  and  feather'd  kind,  the  Triumph  did  purfue. 
And  Filhes  leapt  above  the  ftreams,  the  pafling  Pomp  to  view. 

Eve.  When  your  kind  Eyes  look'd  languifhing  on  mine, 
And  wreathing  Arms  did  foft  embraces  joyn, 
A  doubtful  trembling  feiz'd  me  firft  all  o'r ; 
Then,  wilhes;  and  a  warmth,  unknown  before : 
What  foUow'd,  was  all  Extafie  and  Trance; 
Immortal  pleafures  round  my  fwiming  Eyes  did  dance, 

E  z  'And 


And  fpeechlefs  Joys,  in  whofe  fweet  tumult  toft, 

J  thought  my  Breath,  and  my  new  Being  loft. 

Luc/fi  O  DeatTi  to  hear !  and  a  worfe  Hell  on  Earth;  [ AJde, 

What  mad  profUfion  on  this  clod-born  Birth  : 

Abyfs  of  Joyes,  as  if  Heav'n  meant  to  fliew 

What,  in  bafe  matters,  fuch  a  hand  could  do: 

Or  was  his  Virtue  fpent,  and  he  no  more 

With  Angels  could  lupply  th'  exhauited  ftorq 

Of  which  I  fwept  the  Sky  ? — — — 

And  wanting  SuDjeds  to  his  haughty  Will, 

On  this  mean  Work  employ'd  his  trifling  skill. 
Eve.  Bleft  in  our  felves,  all  pleafures  elfe  abound  5 
'    Without  our  care,  behold  th'  unlabour'd  Ground, 
Bounteous  of  Fruit,  above  our  fliady  Bowers 
The  creeping.y^/V/?/;/  thrufts  her  fragrant  Flowers; 
Tht  Myrtle,  Orange,  and  the  blufliing 
With  bending  heaps  fo  nigh  their  blooms  difcloie. 
Each  leems  to  fmell  the  flavor  which  the  other  blows : 
By  thefethePf^f/^,  the  Guavay  m^th^  Pine^ 
Ajid  creeping  'twixt  'em  all,  the  mant'ling  Fine^ 
poes  round  their  trunks  her  purple  clufters  twme. 

Adam.  All  thefe  are  ours^  all  Nature's  excellence, 
Whofe  tafte  or  fmell  can  blefs  the  feafted  Senfe  : 
One  only  Fruit,  in  the  mid  Garden  plac'd, 
(The  Tree  of  Knowledge,}  is  deni'd  our  tafte; 
(Our  proof  of  Duty  to  our  Maker's  Will :) 
Of  Difobedience,  Death's  the  thr^atned  ill, 

Eve.  Death  is  fome  harm,  whiclijthough  we  know  not  yet. 
Since  threatned,  we  muft  needs  imagine  great : 
And  fure  he  merits  it,  who  difobeys 
"  That  one  command,  and  one  of  fo  much  eafe. 

Lucifer.  Muft  they  then  die,  if  they  attempt  to  know : 
He  fees  they  would  rebel,  and  keeps  them  low. 
On  this  foundation  I  their  mine  lay. 
Hope  to  know  more  lhall  tempt  to  difobey. 
i  fell  by  rhis,  and,  fince  their  ftrength  is  left. 
Why  Ihould  not  equal  means  give  like  fuccpfs  I 
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Adam.  Come,  my  fair  Love,  our  mornings  task  we  lofe  j 
Some  labor  ey 'n  the  eafieft  life  would  choofe : 
Ours  is  not  great ;  the  dangling  boughs  to  crop, 
Whofe  too  luxuriant  growth  our  Alleys  flop, 
And  choak  the  paths :  this  our  delight  rcquiresf, 
And  Heav'n  no  more  of  daily  work  defires. 

Eve.  With  thee  to  live,  is  Paradife  alone  ; 
Without  the  pleafureof  thy  fight,  is  none. 
.  I  fear  fmall  progrefs  will  be  made  this  day 
So  much  our  kifles  will  our  task  delay.  E^emt\ 

Lucifer.  Why  have  not  I,  like  thefe,  a  body  too^ 
Form'd  for  the  fame  delights  which  they  purfue  ? 
I  could  (Jo  varioufly  niy  paflions  movej 
Enjoy,  and  blaft  her  in  the  ad:  of  Love. 
Unwillingly  I  hate  fuch  excellence  j  * 
She  wrong'd  me  not ;  but  I  revenge  th' offence. 
Through  her,  pn  Heav'n,  whofe  Thunder  took  away 
My  birth-right-sky es !  live  happy  whilft  you  may, 
Bleft  pair,  y'are  not  allow'd  another  day  I 

ExiK 

Gahrkla^dlthunddefceridy  carried  on  hright  Clouds  i  and* 
Jlying  crofi  each  other ^  then  light  on  the  grounds 

Galriel.  Ithuriel^  fince  wetwocommiflion'd  are 
Frorn  Heav'n  the  Guardians  of  this  new-made  pair. 
Each  mind  his  Charge;  for,  fee,  the  Night  draws  on, 
Andrifing  Mifts  purfue  the  fetting  Sun. 

Ithuriel.  Bleft  is  our  Lot  to  fervc ;  our  task  we  know  r 
To  watch,  leaft  any,  from  th' Aby fs  below 
Broke  ioofe,  difturb  their  fleep  with  Dreams ;  orworie,. 
Aflault  their  Beings  with  fuperior  Force. 

Uriel  flies  down  from  the  Sun^t 
Vriel.  Gahriel^  if  now  the  watch  be  fet,  prepare 
With  ftrifteft  o  uard  to  Iho w  thy  utmoft  care. 
This  Morning  came  a  Spirit,  fair  he  feem'd, 
Whom,  by  Ms  Face,  I  fome  young  Cherub  deem'd ^ 

Of 
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Of  Man  he  much  inquired,  and  where  his  place, 
With  fliews  of  Zeal  to  praife  his  Maker's  Grace ; 
But  I,  with  watchful  Eyes  obferv'd  his  flight. 
And  faw  him  on  yon  fteepy  Mount  alight"; 
There,  as  he  thought  unieen,  helay'dafide 
His  borrow'd  Mask,  and  reaffum'd  his  Pride: 
I  mark'd  his  looks,  averfe  to  Heav'n  and  Good; 
Dusky  he  grew,  and  long  revolving  flood 
On  fome  deep,  dark  Defign ;  thence  lliot  with  haft. 
And  or'e  the  Mounds  of  Paradife  he  paft  : 
By  his  proud  Port,  he  feem'd  the  Prmce  of  Hell; 
And  here  he  lurks  in  fliades  till  Night :  fearch  well 
Each  Grove  and  Thicket,  pry  in  every  lliape. 
Left,  hid  in  fome,  th'  arch  hypocrite  efcape. . 

Gahriel.  If  any  Spirit  come  t'  invade,  or  fcout 
From  Hell,  what  earthy  Fence  can  keep  him  out? 
But  reft  fecure  of  this,  he  fliall  be  found,  y 
And  taken,  or  profcrib'd  this  happy  Ground.  •  C 

Ithuriel.  Thou  to  the  Eaft,  I  weft  ward  walk  the  round,  j 
And  meet  wee  in  the  midft  {Vri?)  Heav'n  your  Defign 
Succeed:  your  Charge  requires  you,  and  me  mine. 

■ 

Uriel/w  forwards  out  of  Jight : 
The  two  Angels  exeunt  feverallj. 

A  Night- fiece  of  a  pleafant  Bower:  -Adam  and  Eve  ajleep  in  it. 

Enter  Lucifer. 

Lucifer.  So,  now  they  lye,  fecure  in  Love,  and  fteep 
Their  fated  Senfes  in  full  draughts  of  fleep. 
By  .what  fure  means  can  I  their  Blifs  invade  ? 
, By  Violence?  No;  for  they're  Immortal  made. 
Their  Reafon  fteeps ;  but  Mimic  Fancie  wakes  5 
Supply's  her  parts,  and  wild  Idea's  takes 
From  words  and  things  ill  forted,  and  mif-joy n'd ; 
The  Anarchie  of  thought,  and  Chaos  of  the  Mind: 

Hence 


.i 
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Hence  Dreams  confus'd  and  various  may  arife  i 
Thefe  will  I  fet  before  the  Woman's  Eyes - 
The  weaker  flie,  and  made  my  eafier  prey ; 
Vain  Shows  and  Pomp  the  fofter  Sex  betray. 

Lucifer  fos  down  ly  Eve,  mi-. 
feems  to  wtfper  in  her  ear. 

A  ViJtony  where  a  Tree  rifes  Ibaden  with  Fruit ;  four  Spirits 
rife  with  it^  and  draw  a  Canopy  out  of  the  Tree-,  other  Spirits 
dance  alout  the  Tree  in  deforrnd fhapes ;  after  the  Dance  an  An^- 
gel  enters  u>ith  a  Woman ^  habited  like  Eve. 

Angela  finging  : 

Look  up,  look  up ;  and  fee ' 

What  Heav'n  prepares  for  thee ; 

Lookup,  and  this  fair  Fruit  behold, 

Ruddy  it  fmiles,  and  rich  with  ftreaks  of  Gold,  .. 

The  loaden  Branches  downward  bend. 
Willing  tliey  ftoop,  and  thy  fair  hand  attend^ 
Fair  Mother  of  Mankind,  make  hafte, 
Andblefs,  andblefs  thy  S(^nks  with  the  tafte* 

Woman,  No:  'tis  forbidden,  I 
In  tafting  it  fliall  die. 

AngeL  Say  who  injoyn'd  this  harlli  Command  ? 

Woman.  'Twas  Heav'n ;  and  who  can  Heav'n  withfland  t. 

AngeL  Why  was  it  made  fo  fair  ?  why  plac'd  in  fight  I . 
Heav'n  is  too  good  to  envy  Man's  delight. 
See,  we  before  thy  Face  will  try, 
What  thou  fo  fear'^ft,  and  will  not  die, . 

The  Angel  takes  the  Fruity  and  gives  to 
the  Spirits  who  dancd-^  they  immediately 
put  off  their  deform  d  fhapes^  and  ap^ 
pear  Angels. 

Angels  finging:  Beliold  what  a  change  on  afudden  is  here] 
How  glorious  in  Beauty,  how  bright  tliey  appear ! 

'  From 
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From  Spirits  deform'd  they  are  Deities  made, 
Tlieir  Pinions,  at  pleafure,  the  Clouds  can  invade, 

[The  Angel  gives  to  the  Woman^  who  eats. 
Till  equal  in  honour  they  rife 
With  him  who  commands  in  the  Skies: 
Then  tafte  without  fear,  and  be  happy  and  wife. 

Woman.*  Ah !  now  I  beUeve ;  fuch  a  pleafure  I  find 
As  enlightens  my  Eyes,  and  enlivens  my  Mind. 

[The  Spirits  who  are  turnd  Angels^fly  up 
when  they  have  tajled. 

I  only  repent 

I  deferred  my  content. 

Angel.  Now  wifer  Experience  has  taught  you  to  prove 
What  a  folly  it  is, 
Out  of  Fear  to  fhun  Blifs. 
To  the  Joy  that's  Torbidden  we  eagerly  move  j 
It  inhances  the  price,  and  increafes  the  Love. 

Chorm  of  both :  To  the  Joy,  ^c. 

Two  Angels  defiend ;  they  take  the  Woman  each  hy  the  hand^ 
and  fly  up  with  her  out  of  fight.  The  Angel  who  fung^  and  the 
Spirits  who  held  the  Canopy  ^  at  the  fame  inft  ant  fink  down  with 
the  Tree. 

Enter  Gabriel  and\\}mn^  to^  Lucifer  who  remains. 

Gahriel.  What  art  thou  ?  fpeak  thy  Name,  and  thy  Intent. 
Why  here  alone  ?  and  on  what  Errand  fent 
Not  from  above  ?  No,  thy  wan  looks  betray 
Diminifli'd  Light,  and  Eyes  unus'd  to  day. 

Lucifer.  Not  to  know  me,  argues  thy  felf  unknown : 
Time  was,  when  fliining  next  th"  Imperial  Throne, 
I  fate  ill  awful  State ;  while  fuch  as  thou 
Did,  in  th'  ignoble  crow'd,  at  diftance  bow. 

Gahriel.  Think'ft  thou,  vain  Spirit,thy  glories  are  the  lame  ? 
And  feeft  not  Sin  obfcures  thy  God-like  Frame  ? 
I  know  thee  now,  by  thy  ungrateful  Pride; 
That  Ihows  me  what  thy  faded  looks  did  hide. 

Tray  tor 


And  fool,  that  pow'r  which  fornVd  thee  to  defie. 

Lucifer.  Go,  Slaves,  return,  and  fawn  in  Heav'n  again: 
Seek  thanks  from  him  whofe  quarrel  you  maintain. 
Vile  Wretches !  of  your  Servitude  to  boatt : 
You  bafely  keep  the  place  I  bravely  loft. 

Ithuriel.  Freedom  is  choice  of  what  we  will  and  do :  ^ 
Then  blame  not  Servants  who  are  freely  fo*  > 
'Tis  bafe  not  to  acknowledge  what  we  owe.  3 

Lucifer.  Thanks,  hower'edue,  proclaim  fubjeftion  yet  : 
I  fought  for  Pow'r  to  quit  th'upbraided  debt. 
Who  er'e  expefts  our  thanks,  himfelf  repay es ; 
And  feems  but  little,  who  can  want  our  Praife. 
Gahriel.  What  in  us  Duty,  lliows  not  Wantinhim: 

Bleft  in  himfelf  alone  

To  whom  no  Praife  we,  by  good  Deeds,  can  add; 
Nor  can  his  Glory  fuffer  from  our  bad. 
Made  for  his  ufe ;  yet  he  has  form'd  us  fo, 
We,  unconftrain'd,  what  he  commands  us  do. 
So  praife  we  him,  and  ferve  him  freely  bell: 
Thus  thou,  by  choke,  art  falfn,  and  we  are  bleft. 

Ithuriel.  This,  left  thou  think  thy  plea,unanfwer  d,good, 
Our  queftion  thou  evad'ft ;  how  did' rf  thou  dare 
To  break  Hell  bounds,  and  near  this  humane  pair 
In  nightly  ambufli  lye? 

Lucifer.  Lives  there  who  would  not  feek  to  force  his  way 
From  pain,  to  eafe ;  from  Darknefs,  to  the  Day  ? 
Should!,  who  found  the  means  to  fcape,  not  dare 
To  change  my  fulphu'rous  fmoak,  for  upper  Air? 
When  I,  in  fight,  fuftain'd  your  Thunderer, 
And  Heav'n  on  me  alone  fpent  half  his  War, 
Think'ftthou  thofe  wounds  were  light?  Ihould  I  not  feck 
The  clemency  of  fome  more  temp'rate  Clime 
To  purge  my  gloom;  and  by  the  Sun  refin'd, 
Bask  in  his  Beams,  and  bleach  me  in  the  wind  ? 

Gahriel.  If  pain  to  Ihun  be  all  thy  bufinefs  here, 
Methinks,  thy  Fellows  the  fame  courfe  ihould  fteer. 


J? 
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Is  their  pain  lefs  who  yet  behind  thee  ftay  ; 
Or  thou  lefs  hardy  to  endure  than  they? 

Lucifer.  Nor  one,  nor  t'other;  but  as  Leaders  ought, 
I  ventur'd  firfl:  alone ;  firft  danger  fought : 
And  firft  explor'd  this  new  created  Frame, 
Which  fiil'd  our  dusky  Regions  with  its  Fame : 
In  hopes  my  fainting  Troops  to  fettle  here, 
And  to  defend,  againft  your  Thunderer, 
This  fpot  of  Earth ;  or  nearer  Heav'n  repair. 
And  forrage  to  his  Gates  from  Middle  Air. 

IthurieL  Fool!  to  believe  thou  any  part  canft  gain  7 
From  him,  who  could'ft  not  thy  firft  ground  maintain.  > 

GahrieL  But  whether  that  defign,  or  one  as  vain,  3 
T'  attempt  the  Lives  of  thefe,  firft  drew  thee  here  5 
Avoid  the  place ;  and  never  more  appear 
Upon  this  Hallow'd  Earth,  elfe  prove  our  might. 

Lucifer.  Not  that  I  fear,  do  I  decline  the  fight : 
You  I  difdain ;  let  me  with  him  contend 
On  whom  your  limitary  Power's  depend. 
More  honour  from  the  Sender  than  the  fent  ^ 
Till  then,  I  have  accomph/h'd  my  Intent  j 
And  leave  this  place,  which  but  augments  my  pain. 
Gazing  to  wiih,  yefchopelefs  to  obtain.  .  [^Exit 


[They  faf/oiving  him. 
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Ad,  IV.  Scene  i.  Paradi[e.. 
Adam  Eve. 

Adam.  QTrange  was  your  Dream,  and  full  of  fad  portent; 

O  Avert  it,  Heav'n,  ( if  it  from  Heav'n  were  fent : } 
Let  on-tliy  Foes  the  dire  prefages  fallf 
To  us  be  good  and  eaiie^  when  we  call*.. 

Eve'o. 
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Eve.  Behold,  from  far  a  breaking  Cloud  appears, 
Which,  in  it,  many  winged  Wariours  bears. 
Their  Glory  Ihoots  upon  my  aking  Senfe ; 
Thou,  flronger,  may'ft  endure  the  floud  of  Light* 
And  while  in  fhades  I  chear  my  fainting  Sight, 
Encounter  the  defcending  Excellence.  ExtU 

The  Cloud  defcends  with  fix  Angels  in  it ;  and  when  it's  neat 
the  ground^  hreaks ;  and  on  each  fide  ^difiovers  fix  more:  they 
defcend  out  of  the  Cloud.  Raphael  and  Gabriel  difcourje  with 
Adam,  the  reft  fl and  at  diftance. 

Raphael.  Firftof  Mankind,  that  we  from  Heav'n  arc  fent. 
Is  from  Heav'n's  care  thy  Ruine  to  prevent. 
Th'Apoftatc  Angel  has,  by  Night,  been  here. 
And  whifper'd  through  thy  fleeping  Confort's  Ear 
Delufive  Dreams;  thus  warn'd by  us,  beware^ 
Arid  guide  her  Frailty  by  thy  timely  Care. 

Gabriel.  Thefe,as  thy  Guards  from  outward  harms,are  fent: 
Ills  from  within,  thy  Reafon  muft  prevent. 

Adam.  Natives  of  Heav'n,  who,  in  compaffion  deign 
To  want  that  place,  where  Joyes  immortal  reign. 
In  care  of  me ;  what  praifes  can  I  pay. 
Defended  in  Obedience ;  taught  t'obey  ? 

Raphael.  Praife  him  alone  who,  God-like,  formed  thee  free. 
With  Will  unbounded,  as  a  Deity ; 
\  Who  gave  thee  Reafon,  as  thy  Aid,  tochufe 
Apparent  Good,  and  Evil  to  refufe^- 
Obedience  is  that  Good;  This  Heav'n  exads; 
AndHeav'n,  alljuft,  from  Man  requires  not  afts 
Which  Man  wants  pow*r  to  do :  pow'r  then  is  giv'n 
Of  doing  Good ;  but  not  compelled  by  Heav'n. 

Gabriel.  Made  good;  that  thou  doft  to  thy  Maker  owe : 
But  to  thy  felf,  if  thou  continu'ft  fo. 

Adam.  Freedom  of  Will,  of  all  good  things  is  bell; 
But  can  it  be  by  finite  Man  pofleft  ? 
I  know  not  how  Heav'n  can  communicate 
What  equals  Man  to  his  Creators  ftate. 

F  z  Ra^haeL 


Raphael  Heav'n  cannot  give  his  boundlefs  Pow'r  away  ^ 
But  boundlefs  Liberty  of  choice  he  may. 
'  So  Orbs,  from  the  firft  Mover,  motion  take  ; 
Yet  each  their  proper  revolutions  make. 

Adam.  Grant  Heav'n  could  once  have  given  us  liberty  / 
Are  we  not  bounded,  now,  by  firm  Decree, 
Since  what  fo  er'e  is  preordain'd,  muft  be  ? 
Elfe  Heav'n,  for  Man,  events  might  preordain, 
And  Man's  Free-will  might  make  thole  orders  vain. 

GahrieL  Th'Eternal,  when  he  did  the  World  create, 
AH  other  Agents  did  neceffitate  : 
So,  what  he  order'd,  they  by  Nature  do; 
Thus  light  things  mount,  and  heavy  downward  go. 
Man  omy  boafts  an  Arbitrary  State; 

Adam.  Yet  Caufea  their  Eflecfts  neceffitate 
In  willing  Agents:  where  is  Freedom  then  ? 
Or  who  can  break  the  Chain  wdiich  limits- Men 
To  aA  what  is  unchangeably  forecaft. 
Sin^e  the  firft  caufe  gives  Motion  to  the  laft  ? 

Heav'n  by  fore-knowing  what  will  furely  be,  ' 
Does  only,  firft.  Effects  in iCaufes  fee  ^  | 
And  finds,  but  does  not  make  neceffity. 
Creation,  is  of  Pow'r  and  Will  th'effecft,. 
Fore-knowledge  only  of  his  Intelledt ; 
His  Prefcience  mal^s  not,  but  fuppofes  things  ; 
Infers  neceffity  to  be ;  not  brings. 
Thus  thou  art  not.conftrain'd  to  Good  or  111  :: 
Caufes  which  work  th'Effeft,  force  not  the  Will.  , 

Adam.  The  Force  unfeen,  anddiftant  lconfefs; 
But  the  long  Chain-makes  not  the  Bondage  lefs. 
Ev'n  Man  himfelf  may  to  himfelf  fecm  free, . 
And  think  that  Choice  which  is  Neceffity. 

GahrieLhnd.  who  but  Man  lliould  judge  of  Man's  free  State 

Adam.  I  find  that  I  can  chufe  to  love,  or  hate ; 
Obey  J.  or  difobey ;  do  good,  or  ill : 
Yet  fuch  a.  Choice  is  but  Confent,  not  Will, 
lean  but  chufe  what  he  has  firft  defign'd, 
For  he,^  before  that  Choice, .  my  Will  confin'd; . 

Galrie! 
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Gulriel.  Such  impious  Fancies,  where  they  entrance  g^iny 
Make  Heav'n,'  all  pure,  thy  crimes  to  preordain. 

Adam.  Far,  far  trom  me  be  banifli'd  liich  a  tliought  \ 
I  argue  only  to  be  better  taught. 
Can  there  be  Freedom,  when  what  now  feems  free 
Was  founded  on  fome  firft  neceffity  ? 
For  what  ere  Caufe  can  move  the.Will  t'elefl:,. 
Muft  be  fufficient  to  produce  th'Effeft  : 
And  what's  fufficient  mufl  effeftual  be: 
Then  how  is  Man,  thus  forced,  by  Caufes  free  ? 

Raphael.  Sufficient  Caufes  only  work  th'Efiedy . 
When  necelTary  Agents  they  refpedt. 
Such  is  not  Man,  who,  though  the  Caufe  fuffice, , 
Yet  often  he  his  free  Allent  denies. 

Adam.  What  caufes  not,  is  not  fufficient  flilL  . 

Cahriel.  Sufficient  in  it  fdf ;  not  in  thy  Will. 

Raphael.  When  we  fee  Caufes  joyn'd  t'Eflefts  at  laff;^. 
The  Chain  but  fliows  neceffity  that's  pall. 
That  what's  done,  is^  (ridiculous  proof  of  Fate ! ) 
Tell  me  which  part  it  does  neceffitate?  * 
ril  chufe  the  other ;  there  I'll  link  th'Effea. 
O  Chain,  which  Fools,  to  catch  themfelves,  project: !' 

Adam.  Though  no  conftraint  from  Heav'n  or  Caufes  be ; . 
'    Heav'n  may  prevent  that  ill  he  does  fore-fee 
And,  notpreventing,  though  he  does  not  caufe, 
He  feems  to  will  that  Man  Ihould  break  his  Laws. 

GahrkL  Heav'n  may  permit,  but  not  to  ill  confent : : 
For  hind'ring  ill,  he  would  all  choice  prevent. 
'Twere  to  unmake,  to  take  away  thy  Will. 

Adam.  Better  conftrain'd  to  good,  than  free  to  ill! 

Raphael.  But  wh^t  Reward  or  Punifhment  could  bCj, , 
If  Man  to  neither  good  nor  ill  were, free?. 
f  TJf  Eternal  Juftice  could  decree  no  Pain. 
To  him  whofe  fins  it  felf  did  firft  ordain  ; 
And  good  compell'd,  could  no  Reward  exaft'  : 
His  pow'r  wouldihine  in  Goodnefs,  not  thy  A£h\. 
Qur  task  is  done :  obey,  and  in  that  choice, . 
Tiiou  ffialt  be  bleft,  and  x^ngels  lhall  rejoyce.     [Raphael  and' ' 

Gabriel,^  up  in  the  Cloud:the  otljerAngels'go  off.  Adam/. 
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Adam.U^rd  ftate  of  Life !  fince  Heav'n  fore-knows  my  Will, 
Why  am  I  not  ty'd  up  from  doing  ill  ? 
Why  am  I  trufted  with  my  felf  at  large, 
When  he's  more  able  to  fuftain  the  charge  ? 
Since  Angels  fell,  whofe  ftrength  was  more  than  mine, 
'Twould  ihow  more  grace  my  frailty  to  confine. 
Fore-knowing  the  fuccefs,  to  leave  me  free, 
Excufes  him,  and  yet  fupports  not  me. 

[To  hini-EvQ, 

Eve,  Behold,my  Heart's  dear  Lord,  how  high  the  Sun 
Is  mounted,  yet  our  labour  not  begun. 
The  Ground,  unbid,  givesmore  than  wecanaskj- 
But  Work  is  pleafure  when  we  chufe  our  task. 
Nature,  not  bounteous  now,  but  lavifli  grows; 
Our  paths  with  flow'rs  llie  prodigally  ftrows; 
With  pain  we  lift  up  our  intangled  feet, 
While  crofs  our  Wallas  the  lliooting  Branches  meet. 

Adam.  Well  has  thy  care  advised;  'tis  fit  we  haft; 
Natur's  too  kind,  and  folbws  us  too  faft  ; 
Leaves  us  ho  room  her  Treafures  to  poffefs, 
But  mocks  our  Induftry  wdth  her  excefs  ; 
And  wildly  wanton  wears  by  night  away 
The  fign  of  all  our  labours  done  by  day. 

Eve.  Since,  then,  the  w^ork's  fo  great,  the  hands  fo  few. 
This  day  let  each  a  feveral  task  purfue. 
By  thee,  my  Hands  to  labour  will  not  move, 
But  round  thy  neck  employ  themfelves  in  Love. 
When  thou  would'ft  work,  one  tender  touch,  one  fmile 
(How  can  I  hold?)  wdll  all  thy  task  beguile. 

Adam.  So  hard  we  are  not  to  our  labour  ty'd 
That  fmiles,  and  foft  endearments  are  deny'd. 
Smiles,  not  allow'd  to  Beafts,  from  Realbn  move. 
And  are  the  priviledge  of  Humane  Love : 
And  if,  fometimes,  each  others  Eyes  we  meet, 
Thofe  little  Vacancies  from  toil  are  fweet. 
£utyou,  byAbfence,  would  refrelli  your  Joyes, 
.Becaufe  perhaps  my  Converfation  cloyes. 
Yet  this,  would  Prudence  grant,  I  could  permit. 

Eve. 
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Eve.  What  reafon  makes  my  finall  requeft  unfit  ? 

Adam.  The  fall'n  Archangel,  envious  of  our  ftatCj,, 
Purfues  our  Beings  with  Immortal  Hate. 
And  hopelefs  to  prevail  by  open  force, 
^eeks  hid  advantage  to  betray  us  worfc : 
Which;  whenafunder,  willnot  prove  fo  hard 
For  both  together  are  each  others  guard. 

Eve.  Since  he,  by  Force,  is  hopelefs*  to  prevail^. 
He  can  by  fraud  alone  our  Minds  afTail : 
And  to  believe  his  wiles  my  Truth  can  move; 
Is  to  misdoubt  my  Reafon  or  my  Love. 

Adam.  Call  it  my  Care,  and  not  miftruft  of  thee  ^ 
Yet  thou  art  weak,  and  full  of  Art  is  he  y 
Elfe  how  could  he  that  Hoft  feduce  to  Sin, 
Whofc  fall  has  left  the  Heav'nly  Nation  thin  ? 

Eve.  I  grant  him  arm'd  with  Subtilty^  and  Hate; 
But  why  fliould  we  fufpeil  our  happy  ftate  2 
Is  our  Perfeftion  of  fo  frail  a  make, 
As  ev'ry  plot  can  undermine  or  lhake : 
trhink  better  both  of  Heav'n,  thyfelf,  and  me:  : 
Who  always  fears,  at  eafe  can  never  be. 
Poor  ftate  of  Blifs,  where  fo  much  care  is  ftownj., 
As  not  to  dare  to  truft  our  felves  alone ! 

Adam.  Such  is  our  ftate,  as  not  exempt  from  fall  j  ; 
Yet  firm,  if  Reafon  to  our  aid  we  call: 
And  that,  in  both,  is  ftronger  than  in  one ; 
I  would  not;  why  would'ft  Thou,  then,  be  alone?  / 

Eve.  Becaufe  thus  warn'd,  Iknow  my  felf  fecurei; 
And  long  my  little  Trial  to  endure, 
T'approve  my  Faith ;  thy  needlefs  Fears  remove  f  .. 
Gain  thy  Efteem,  and  fo  deferve  thy  Love, 
If  all  this  fhake  not  thy  obdurate  Will, 
Know  that,  ev'n  prefent,  I  am  abfent  ftill : 
And  then  what  pleafure  hop'ft  thou  in  my  ftay^  „ 
When  I'm  conftrain'd,  and  wifli  my  felf  away. 

Adam.  Conftraint  does  ill  with  Love  and  Beauty  lute  | : 
I;\yould  perfwade,  but  notbeabfolute. . 
-  Better  be  much  remifs  than  too  fevere  j 
If  pleas'd  in  abfence^  thou  v/ilt  ftill  be  here;  Go^. 
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^^G  ;  in  tiiy  Native  Innocence  proceed, 
And  fummon  all  thy  Reafon  at  thy  need. 

Eve.  My  Soul,  my  Eyes  delight ;  in  this  I  find 
Thou  lov'ft,  becaufe  to  love  is  to  be  kind. 

\Emhracing  him. 

Seeking  my  Trial,  I  am  ftill  on  guard : 

Tryals  lefs  fought  would  find  us  lefs  prepared. 

Our  Foe's  too  proud  the  weaker  to  alfeil ; 

Or  doubles  his  Dillionour  if  he  fail.  Exit. 

Adam.  In  Love,  what  ufe  of  Prudence  can  there  be? 
More  perfeft  I,  and  yet  more  pow  rful  She. 
Blame  me  not,  Heav'n,  if  thou  Love's  pow'r  had'fl  try'd, 
What  could  be  fo  unjufl:  to  be  deny'd  ? 
One  Look  of  hers  my  Refolution  breaks; 
Reafon  it  felf  turns  Folly  when  She  fpeaks  : 
And  aw'd  by.  her  whom  it  was  made  to  fway, 
Flatters  her  Pow'i:,  and  does  its  own  betray.  Exit. 

The  middle  part  of  the  Garden  is  reprefentedy  where  four  Ri^ 
'vers  meet :  on  the  right  fide  of  the  Scene  ^  is  placd  the  Tree  of 
Life ;  on  the  left^  the  Tree  of  Knowledge. 

Enter  JjJiQ&r. 

Lucifer.  Methinks  the  Beauties  of  this  place  fliould  mourn  ^ 
Th'Immortal  Fruits  and  Flow'rs  at  my  return 
Should  hang  their  wither 'd  Heads ;  for  fure  my  Breath 
Is  now  more  poys'nous,  and  has  grather'd  Death 
Enough,  to  blau  the  whole  Creation's  Frame  : 
Swoln  with  Defpite,  with  Sorrow,  and  with  Shame. 
Thrice  have  I  beat  the  Wing,  and  rid  with  Night 
About  the  World,  behind  the  Globe  of  Light, 
To  lliun  the  Watch  of  Heav'n  j  fuch  care  I  ufe  : 
(What  pains  would  Malice,  rais'd  like  mine,  refufe  ? 
Not  the  moft  abjeft  form  of  Brutes  to  take. ) 
Hid  in  the  fpiry  volumes  of  the  Snake, 
I  lurk'd  within  the  Covert  of  a  Brake ; 
Not  yet  defcry'd.    But,  fee,  the  Woman  here 
, Alone!  beyond  my  hopes !  no  Guardian  near. 

Good 
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Good  Omen  that :  I  muft  retire  unfeen. 
And,  with  my  borrowed  lhape,  the  Work  begin.  [Retires. 
« 

Enter  Eve. 

5m  Thus  far,  atleaft,  with  leave,-  nor  can  it  be 
A  Sin  to  look  on  this  Celeftiai  Tree  : 
I  would  not  more ;  to  touch,  a  Crime  may  prove  : 
Touching  is  a  remoter  tafte  in  Love. 
Death  may  be  there,  or  poyfon  in  the  Smell, 
(If  Death  in  any  thing  fo  fair  caji  dwell : ) 
But  Heav'n  forbids :  I  could  be  fatisfy'd. 
Were  every  Tree  but  this,  but  this  deny 'd. 

A  Serpent  enters  on  the  Stage^  and  makes  directly  to  the  Tree 
of  Knowledge^  on  which  winding  himfelf^  he  plucks  an  Apple  ^ 
then  defcends^  and  carries  it  away. 

Strange  fight !  did  then  our  Great  Creator  grant 

That  Priviledge,  which  we  their  Matters  want,  ^ 

To  thefe  infenours  Beings  ?  or  was  it  chance  ? 

And  was  he  bleft  with  bolder  ignorance  ? 

I  (aw  his  curling  Creft  the  Trunk  infold  : 

The  ruddy  Fruit,  diftinguifli'd  ore  with  Gold, 

And  fmiling  in  its  Native  Wealth,  was  torn 

From  the  rich  Bough,  and  then  in  Triumph  born  : 

The  venturous  Viftor  march'd  unpunifli'd  hence. 

And  feem'd  to  boaft  his  fortunate  offence. 

To  her  Lucifer  in  a  humane  jhape. 

Lucifer.  Hail,  Soveraign  of  this  Orb !  form'd  to  pollels 
The  World,  and,  with  one  look,  all  Nature  blefs. 
Nature  is  thine ;  Thou,  Emprefs,  doft  beftow 
On  Fruits,  to  blofTom ;  and  on  Flowers,  to  blow. 
They  happy,  yet  infenfible  to  boaft 
Their  Blifs :  more  happy  they  who  know  thee  moft. 
Then  happieft  I,  to  humane  Reafon  rais'd, 
And  Voice,  with  whofc  firft  accents  thou  art  prais'd. 

G  Eve. 
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Eve.  What  art  thou,  or  from  whence  ?  for  on  tliis  ground, 
Befide  my  Lord's,  ne're  heard  I  humiane  found. 
Art  thou  fome  other  Adam^  form'd  from  Eartji, 
And  com'ft  to  claim  an  equal  ihare,  by  Birth, 
In  this  fair  Field  ?  or  fprung  of  Heav'nly  Race  ? 

Lucifer ^  An  humble  Native  of  this  happy  place. 
Thy  ValTal  born,  and  late  of  loweft  kind, 
WhomHeav'n  neglefting  made,  and  fcarcedefign'd,  • 
But  threw  me  in,  for  number,  to  the  reft, 
Below  the  mounting'Bird,  and  grazing  Beaft ; 
By  chance,  not  prudence,  now  fuperiour  grown. 

Eve.  To  make  thee  fuch,  what  Miracle  was  fliown  ? 

Lucifer.  Who  would  not  tell  what  thou  vouchfaf  ft  to  hear  ; 
Saw'ft  thou  not  late  a  fpeckled  Serpent  rear 
His  guilded  fpires  to  climb  onyon'fair  Tree  ? 
Before  this  happy  minute  I  was  he. 

Eve.  Thou  fpeak'ft  of  wonders :  make  thy  ftory  plain. 

Lucifer.  Not  wilhing  then,  and  thoughtlefs  to  obtain 
vSo  great  a  Blifs ;  but,  led  by  fenfe  of  Good, 
In-born  to  all,  I  fought  my  needful  food : 
Then,  on  that  Heav'nly  Tree  my  Sight  I  caft  ^ 
The  colour  urg'd  my  Eye,  the  feent  my  taft. 
Not  to  detain  thee  long  ^  I  took,  dideaf: 
Scarce  had  my  Palate  touch'd  th'Immortal  Meat, 
But  on  a  fudden,  turn  d  to  wliat  I  am, 
God-like,  and,  next  to  thee,  I  fair  became: 
Thought,  fpake,  and  reafond;  and,  byJleafdnfoun4 
Thee,  Nature's  Queen,  with  all  lier  Graces  crown  d. 

Eve,  Happy  thy  lot;  but  far  unhke  is  mine : 
Forbid  to  eat,  not  daring  to  repine. 
'TwasHeav'ns  command;  andilaould  wedifobey, 
What  rais'd  thy  Being,^  ours  muft  take  awayv  ' 

Lucifer.  vSur e  you  miftake  the  Precept,  or  the  Tree : 
Heav'n  cannot  envious  of  his  Bleffings  be. 
Some  chance-born  plant  he  might  forbid  your  uic^. 
As  wild,  or  guilt)^  of  a  deadly  Juice : 
Not  this,  whofe  colour,  fcent  Divine,  and  tall;, 
Proclaim  the  thoughtful  Maker  not  in  haft. 
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E've.  By  all  thefe  figns,  too  well  I  know  the  Fruit, 
Anddread  aPow^rfevere,  and  abfolute. 

Lucifer.  Severe,  indeed ;  ev'n  to  Injuftice  hard, 
If  Death,  for  knowing  more,  be  your  reward : 
Knowledg  of  Good,  is  good ;  and  therefore  fit ; 
And  to  know  III,  is  good ;  for  lliunning  it. 

Eve.  What,  but  our  Good,  could  he  defign  in  this, 
Who  gave  us  all,  and  plac'd  in  perfeft  BUfs  ? 

Lucifer.  Excufe  my  zeal,  fair  Soveraign,  in  you  caufe. 
Which  dares  to  tax  his  arbitrary  Laws. 
'Tis  all  his  aim  to  keep  you  blindly  low,  < 
That  fervile  Fear  from  Ignorance  may  flow : 
We  fcorn  to  worihip  whom  too  well  we  know. 
He  knows  that  eating  you  fliall  God-like  be ; 
As  wife,  as  fit  to  be  ador'd  as  he. 
For  his  own  Int'refl  he  this  Law  has  giv'n ; 
Such  Beauty  may  raife  Faftions  in  his  Heav'n. 
By  awing  you,  he  does  pofleffion  keep. 
And  is  too  wife  to  hazard  partnerihip. 

Eve.  Alas!  whodaresdifpute  with  him  that  Right? 
The  Power  which  form'd  us  muft  be  infinite. 

Lucifer.  Who  told  you  how  your  form  was  firft  ddlgn'd 
The  Sun  and  Earth  produce  of  every  kind ; 
Grafs,  Flow'rs,  and  Fruits:  nay,  living  Creatures  too  : 
Their  Mould  was  bafe ;  'twas  more  refin'd  in  you : 
Where  Vital  heat  in  purer  Organs  wrought, 
Produc'd  a  nobler  kind  rais'd  up  to  thought ; 
And  that  perhaps,  might  his  Beginning  be  : 
Sometliing  was  firft ;  I  queftion  if  'twere  he. 
But  grant  him  firft,  yet  ftill  fuppofe  him  good. 
Not  envying  thofe  he  made,  immortal  Food. 

Eve.  But  Death,  our  difobedience  muft  purfue. 

Lucifer.  Behold,  in  me,  what  lliall  arrive  to  you. 
I  tafted,  yet  I  live :  nay,  more,  have  got 
A  ftate  more  perfedt  than  my  Native  lot. 
Nor  fear  this  petty  fault  his  wrath  fhould  raife : 
Heav'n  rather  will  your  dauntlefs  Virtue  praife, 

G  z  Til 
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That  fought,  through  threatened  Death,  immortal  Good : 
Gods  are  immortal  only  by  their  food. 
Tafte,  and  remove 

What  difFrence  does  'twixt  them  and  you  remain : 
As  I  gain'd  Reafon,  you  lhall  God-head  gain. 

Eve  afide.  He  eats,  and  lives,  in  Knowledge  greater  grown : 
Was  Death  invented  then  for  us  alone  ? 
Is  intelleftual  food  to  Man  deny'd, 
Which  Brutes  have,  with  fo  much  advantage,  try^d  ? 
Nor  only  try'd  themfelves,  but  frankly,  more. 
To  me  have  Qffer'd  their  unenvi'd  ftorc. 

Lucifer.  Be  bold,  and  all  your  needlefs  doubts  remove : 
View  well  this  Tree,  (the  Queen  of  all  the  Grove) 
How  vafte  her  bole,  how  wide  her  arms  are  fpread. 
How  high  above  the  reft  Ihe  ftioots  her  Head, 
Plac'd  in  the  mid'ft :  would  Heav  n  his  Works  difgrace,^ 
By  planting  Poy  fon  in  the  happieft  place  ?. 
Hafte   you  lofe  time  and  God-head  by  delay. 

? lucking  the  Fruit. 

Eve  looking  alout  her.  "tis  done ;  TU  venture  all,and  difobey. 
Perhaps,  far  hid  in  Heav'n,  hedoesnot  fpy; 
And  none  of  all  his  Hymning  Guards  are  nigh. 
To  my  dear  Lord  the  lovely  Fruit  Til  bear  y 
He,  to  partake  my  Blifs,  my  Crime  lhall  lhare.  [Exit  hafiify. 

Lucifer..  She  flew,andthank'd  me  not,for  hafte :  'twas  hard. 
With  no  return  fuch  Counfel  to  reward. 
My  Work  is  done,  or  much  the  greater  part ; 
She's  now  the  tempter,  to  enfnare  his  Heart. 
He,  whofe  firm  Faith  no  reafon  could  remove,.  , 


Will  melt  before  that  foft  Seducer,  Love. 


[Exit. 


Ad:,  v.  -  Scene  i.  Paradife. 


Eve,  voith  a  Bough  in  her  Hand. 


Eve, 


Ethinks  I  tread  more  lightly  on  the  ground;. 
My  nimble  fset  from  unhurt  Flow'rs  rebound: 

I  walk 
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I  walk  in  Air,  and  fcorn  this  Earthly  Seat ;    ' • 
•  Heav'n  is  my  Palace,  this  my  bafe  Retreat. 
Take  me  not  Heaven,  toofoon;  'twill  be  unkind 
To  leave  the  Partner  of  my  Bed  behind. 
I  love  the  Wretch:  But  flay,  fliall  I  afford 
Him  part  ?  already  he's  too  much  my  Lord. 
TTis  in  my  pow'r  to  be  a  Soveraign  now ; 
And,  knowing  more,  to  make  his  Manhood  bow.. 
Empire  is  fweet ;  but  how  if  Heav'n  has  fpy'd  ? 
If  I  lliould  die,  and  he  above  provide 
Some  other  Eve^  and  place  her  in  my  Head  ? 
Shall  Ihe  poffefs  his  Love,  when  I  am  dead  ? 
No ;  he  fliall  eat,  and  die  with  me,  or  hye 
Our  equal  Crimed  fhall  equal  Fortune  give. 

Enter  Adam. 

A  Jam.  What  joy,,  widioutyeur  fight,  hath  Earth  in  ftorel* 
While  you  were  abfent,  EJen  was  no  more. 
Winds  murmur'dthrough  the  Leaves,  your  long  delay 
And  Fountains,  or'e  their  pebles,  chid  your  ftay. 
But  with  your  prefence  cheer'd,  they  ceaie  to  mourn, 
And  Walks  wear  frellier  Gneen  at  your  return. 

Eve.  Henceforth  you  never  fliall  have  caufe  to  chide ; 
No  future  abfence  fliall  our  Joyes  divide : 
'TwasafliortDeatb,  ray  Love,  ne'r  try'd  before,. 
And  therefore  ftrange ;  but  yet  the  caufe  was  more. 

A<Jam,  My  trembling  Heart  forbodes  fome  ill :  I  fear 
To  ask  that  caufe  which  I  defire  to  hear,. 
What  means  that  lovely  Fruit  ?  what  means  (alas ! } 
That  Blood,  which  fluflies  guilty  in  your  Face  ? 
Speak — do  not — yet,,  at  laffc,  I  mufl  be  told. 

Eve.  Have  courage  then  ?  'tis  manly  to  be  bold. 
This  Fruit —  why  dofl  thou  fliake  I  no  Death  is  nigli  i 
'Tis  what  I  tafled  firft ;  yet  do  not  die. 

Aclam.  Is  it  ( I  dare  not  ask  it  all  at  firft  f 

Doubt  is  forae  eafc  to  thofe  who  fear  the  worft.: ) 
Say,  'Tis  not. 
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Eve,  'Tisftot  what  thou  neetfft  to  fear : 

What  danger  does  jn  this  Sir  Fruit  appear  ? 

We  have  beeA  co^ett'c^  i  aod  iiad  ftifll  be^n  fo,       •  T 

Had  I  not  ventur'd  boidfy-  iftrrt  ta  kiiow. 

Yet,  not  I  jfirft;  I  almoft  blufli  to  fay 

The  Serpent  eating  taught  me  firft  the  way. 

The  Serpent  tailed,  and  the  God4ike  Fruit 

Gave  the  dansb  VoiGd,'  gave  Reafon  to  the  Brute. 

Adam,  O  faireft  of  aS  Crea,tutes,  kft,  aild  beft 
Of  what  Heav'n  made^  how  art  thou  difpofTeft 
.   Of  all  thy  Natives  Glories !  faFn!  decayed  J 
(Pity  fo  rare  a  Frame  fo  friil  was  made} 
Now  caufe  of  thy  own  fuil^-;  and  witk  thifte, 
(Ah,  who  can  live- without  thee !  )  caufe  dT  mine. 

Eve.  Referve  thy  pity  till  I  \^'ant  it  more : 
I  know  my  felf  much  happier  than  before  ; 
More  wife,  more  perfect,  all  I  wifli  to  be, 
'Were I  but  fure,  Alas!  of  pk^fmg  thee. 

Adam.  Y'havc  fhown  how  much  you  my  content  defign  : 
Yet  ah !  would  Heav'n's  difpleafure  pafs  like  mine. 
Muft  I  without  you,  then,  in  wild  Woods  dw^ll  ? 
Think,  and  but  think  of  what  I  lov'd  fo  well, 
Condemn'd  to  live  with  Subjeft^  ever  mute; 
A  falvage  Prince,  unpleas'd,  though  abfolute. 

Eve,  Pleafe  then  your  felf,  with  me,  and  freely  tafte,- 
Left  I,  without  you,  fhould  to  Godhead  hafle : 
Left  diff  ring  in  degree,  you  claim  too  late 
Unequal  Love,  when  'tis  deny'd  by  fate. 

Adam.  Cheat  not  your  felf  with  dreams  of  Deity ; 
Too  well,  but  yet  too  late,  your  Crime  I  fee  : 
Nor  think  the  Fruit  your  Knowledge  does  improve; 
But  you  have  Beauty  ftill,  and  I  have  Love. 
Not  cozen'd,  I  with  choice  my  Life  refign : 
Imprudence  was  your  fault,  but  Love  was  mine. 

[Takes  the  Fruity  and  eats  it. 

Eve  emhracmg  him.  O  wond'rous  pow'r  of  matchlefs  Love 
Why  was  this  trial  thine,  of  loving  beft  ?  (expreft : 

I  envy 
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I  envy  thee  that  Lot   and,  coiJd  it  be, 
Would  venture  fomething  more  than  Death  for  thee. 
Not  that  I  fear  that  Death  th'event  can  prove ; 
W'are'both  Immortal,  while  fo  wdl  love. 

Adam.  What  e're  lhall  be  the  event,  the  Lot  is  call  i 
Where  appetites  aregiv^ri,  what  Sin  to  tafte  ? 
Or  if  a  Sin,  'tis  but  by  Precept  fuch  : 
Th'offence  fo  fmall,  the  punifliment^s  too  niuch. 
To  feek  fo  fo9n  his, new  made  World's  decay:. 
Nor  we,  nor  that,  \vere  fafliion'd  for  a  Day. 

Eve.  Give  to  the  Winds  thy  fear  of  Death,  or  ill,* 
And  think  us  made  but  for  each  others  Will. 

Adam.  I  will,  at  leaft,  defer  that  anxious  thought,^ 
And  Death,  by  fear,  flmll  not  be  nigher  brought: 
If  he  will  come,  let  us  to  joyes  make  haft ; 
Then  let  him  feize  us  when  our  pleafure's  paft. 
We'll  take  up  all  before;  and  Death  lhall  find 
We  have  drain'd  Life,  and  left  a  void  bdiind.  [Exemi^ 

E7iter  Lucifer. 

Lucifer.  Tis  drirt^. 
Sick  Nature,  at  that  inftintj  tremM^dro^^^^^^ 
And  Mother  Eitrtli  'figh-d  as  life  fffi ( the  wound , 
Of  how  ihort  durance'  wds  this  ne w^^made  ftate ! 
How  far  mol-e  mighty  thanHeav'ns  Love,  Hells  hate* 
His  projeft  ruin'd,  and  his  King  of  clay : 
He  torm'd  an'Empire  Jor  Ms  Foe  to  fway. 
Heav'n  let  him  rule,  which      his  Anns  he  got;  • 
I'm  pleas'd  to.have  obtain'd  ttfe  fecorid  Lot. " ' ' 
ThisEa^rth  is^minej^whofeLord  I  mftde  fny  thralf; 
Annexing  to  my  Crown  Iris  conquer'xl  Bali. 
Loos'd  from  the  Lakes,  my  Legions  l^wili  lead, 
And , "  o're  the  darkncd  Air,^  black  l55nHers'"ipread : 
Contagious  damps,,  from  hence,  fiiall  moynt  abovc^ 
And  force  him  to  his  .inmoft  Heav'n's  'renibvc.. 
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A  Clap  of  Thunder  is  heard. 

He  hears  already,  qnd  I  boaft  too  foon ; 

I  dread  that  Engine  v'C'hich  fecur'd  his  Throne. 

I'll  dive  below  his  wrath,  into  the  Deep, 

And  wafte  that  Empire  which  I  caniiot  keep.     [Sinks  do\^>n^ 

Raphael  and  Gabriel  dejcend, 

Raphael.  xA.smuch  of  grief  as  happinefs  adniits 
In  Heav'n,  on  each  Celeftial  Forehead  fits  : 
Kindnefs  for  Man,  and  pity  for  his  Fate, 
May  mix  with  Blifs,  and  yet  not  violate. 
Their  Heav'nly  Harps  a  lower  drain  began  ; 
And  in  foft  Mufick  mourn  d  the  fall  of  Man. 

GahrieU  I  faw  th'Angelick  Guards  from  Earth  afcend, 
(Griev'd  they  muft  now  no  longer  Man  attend :) 
TJie  Beams  about  their  Temples  dimly  llione 
One  Would  have  thought  the  Crime  had  been  their  own. 
Th'Etherial  People  flock'd  for  news  in  haft, 
Whom  they,  with  down-caft  looks,  and  fcarcc  faluting  paft : 
While  each  did,  •  in  his  penfive  Breaft,  prepare 
A  fad  Account  of  their  fuccefslefs  care. 

Raphael,  Th'Eternal  yet,  ia  Majefty  ftvei;^^ 
And  ftrideft  Juftice,  did  mild  pity  bear :  * 
Their  deaths  deferr'd ;  and  banilhment,  (their  doom} 
In  penitence  fore-feen,  leaves  Mercy  room. 

GahnelX\i2.t  Mefiage  is  thy  Charge ;  mine  leads  me  hence 
Plac'd  at  the  Garden's  Gate,  for  its  defence  ; 
Left  Man,  returning,  the  bleft  place  pollute. 
And  fcape  from  Death,  by  Life's  Immortal  Fruit. 

Another  Clap  of  Thunder,         \^eunt  fever  ally. 

Enter  Adzm  and  Eve,  affrighted. 

Adam.  In  wliiat  dark  Cavern  fliall  I  hide  my  Head  ? 
Where  feek  retreat,  now  Innocence  is  fled  ? 
Safe  in  that  Guard,  I  durft  ev'n  Hell  defy  ; 
Without  it,  tremble  now,  when  Heav'n  is  nigh. 

Eve, 
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Eve.  What  fhall  we  do  ?  or  where  dire£t  our  flight  ?  1 
Eaftward  as  far  as  I  could  caft  my  Sight,  ^ 
From  op'aing  Heavens,  I  faw  defcending  Light,  j 
Its  glitt'ring  through  the  Trees  I  ftill  behold ; 
The  Cedar  tops  feem  all  to  burn  with  Gold. 

Adam.  Some  lliape  Divine,  whofe  Beams  I  cannot  bear!; 
Would  I  were  hid  where  Light  could  not  appear. 
Deep  into  fome  thick  covert  would  1  run,. 
Impenetrable  to  the  Stars,  or  Sun; 
And  fenc'd  from  Day,  by  Night's  eternal  Skrcen^ 
Unknown  to  Heav'n,  and  to  my  felf  unfeen. 

Eve.  In  vain  :  what  hope  to  Ihun  his  piercing  Sight^i, 
Who,  from  dark  Chaos,  ^troke  the  fparks  of  Light  ? 

Adam.  Thefe  fhould  have  been  your  thoughts  when  parting; 
Youtrufted  to  your  guidelefs  Innocence.  (^henc3^  ^ 

See  now  th'efTefts  of  your  own  wilful  mind : 
Guilt  walks  before  us ;  Death  purfues  behind, . 
So  fatal  'twas  to  feek  temptations  out : 
Moft  Confidence  has  ftill  moft  caufe  to  doubt. 

.Eve.  Such  might  have  been  thy  hap,  alone  aflaiiy^: 
And  fo,  together,  might  we  both  have  fail'd. 
Curs'd  Vaflalage  of  ail  my  future  kind  r 
Eirft  idoliz'd,  till  Love's  hot  fire  be  o're. 
Then  Haves  to  thofe  who  courted  us  before; 

Adam.  I  counfell'd  you  to  ftay your  Pride  refused.:: 
By  your  own  lawlefs  Will  you  ftand  accus'd. 

Eve.  Have  you  that  priviledge  of  only  wife,^ 
And  would  you  yield  to  her  you  fo  defpife 
You  Ihould  have  mowB  th' Authority  youboaft, , 
And,  Soveraign-hke,  my  headlong  will  have  croft 
Counfel  was  not  enough  to  fway  my  Hearty. 
An  abfolute  reftraint  had  been  your  part. 

Adam.  Ev'n  fuch  returns  do  they  deferve  to  find^. 
When  Force  is  lawful,  who  are  fondly  kind. 
Unlike  my  Love^  for  when  thy  guilt  I  knew, 
I  Aar'd'the  Curfe  which  did  that  Crime  purfue, . 
Hard  fate  of  Love !  which  rigour  did  forbear. 
And  now  'tis  tax'd,  becaufe  't.was  not  fevere,;. 
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Eve.  You  liave,  your  felF,  yourkindnefeoverpay'u  : 
He  ceafes  to  oblidge  who  can  upbraid. 

Adam,  On  Womens  Virtue  who  too  much  rely^, 
"To  boundiefs  Will  give  boundlefs  Liberty. 
Reftraint  you  will  not  brook;  but  think  it  hard 
Your  Prudence  is  not  trufted  as  your  Guard: 
And,  to  your  felves  fo  left,  if  ill  enfues, 
-  You  firll  our  weak  indulgence  will  accufe. 

'  Curft  be  that  Hour  

When,  fated  with  my  fingle  Happinefs, 

I  chofe  a  Partner  to  controle  my  Blifs,- 

Who  wants  that  Reafon  which  her  Will  lliouldfway, 

And  knows  but  juft  enough  to  difobey. 

Eve.  Better  with  Brutes  my  humble  Lot  had  gone ; 
Of  Reafon  void,  accountable  for  none : 
Th'unhappieft  of  Creation  is  a  Wife,' 
Made  loweft,  in  the  higheft  rank  of  Life : 
Her  fellow's  Have ;  to  know,  and  not  to  chufe: 
Curft  with  that  Reafon  Ihe  muft  never  ufe. 

Adam.  Add,  that  Ihe's  proud,  fantaftick,  apt  to  change ; 
Reftlefs  at  home,  and  ever  prone  to  range : 
With  fliows  delighted,  and  fo  vain  is  Ihe, 
Sl^ell  meet  the  Devil,  rather  than  not  fee. 
Our  wife  Creator,  for  his  Quires  Divine, 
Peopled  his  Heav'n  with  Souls  all  Mafculine. 
Ah!  why  muft  Man  from  Woman  take  his  Birth? 
Why  was  this  Sin  of  Nature  made  on  Eartli  ? 
This  fair  DefecS,  this  helplefs  Aid  calFd  Wife ; 
The  bending  Crutch  of  a  decrepit  Life. 
Pofterity  no  pairs  from  you  fliall  find, 
But  fuch,  as  by  Miftake  of  Love  are  joyrfd : 
The  worthieft  Men  their  wilhesne'r  ihall  gain; 
But  fee  the  Slaves  they  fcorn,  their  Loves  obtain. 
Blind  Appetite  lliall  your  wild  Fancies  rule ; 
f  alfe  to  defert,  and  faithful  to  aTool. 

[Turns  in  anger  from  her^  and  is  going  off. 

Eve  kneeling.  Unkind !  wilt  thou  forfake  me  in  diftreis, 
For  that  which  now  is  pall  me  to  redrefs  ? 

I  have 
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I  have  mifdone ;  and  I  endure  fmart : 
Loth  to  acknowledg   but  more  loth  to  part. 
The  blame  be  mine :  you  warn'd,  and  I  refused  : 
What  would  you  more  ?  I  have  my  felf  accus'd. 
Was  plighted  Faith  fo  weakly  feal'd  above. 
That,  for  one  Error,  I  muft  lofe  your  Love  ? 
Had  you  fo  er/d,  I  fliould  have  been  more  kind^. 
Than  to  add  pain  to  an  affli(£ted  Mind. 

Adam.  Y'are  grown  much  humbler  than  you  were  before  :  • 
I  pardon  you ;  but  fee  my  Face  no  more. 

Eve.  Vain  Pardon,  which  includes  a  greater  111  ik 
Be  ftill  difpleas'd  5  but  let  me  fee  you  ftill. 
Without  your  much-lov'd.  Sight,  I  cannot  live : 
You  more  than  kill  me,  if  you  fo  forgive. 
The  Beads,  fmce  we  are  falf  n,  their  Lords  defpife  1 
And,  paffing,  look  at  me  with  glaring  Eyes : 
Muft  I  then  wander  helplefs,  and  alone? 
You'll  pity  me  too  late,  when  I  am  gone. 

Adam.  Your  Penitence  docs  my  Compaflion  move  f 
As  you  deferve  it,  I  may  give  my  Love. 

Eve.  On  me,  alone,  let  Heav'ns  difpleafure  fall : 
You  merit  none,  and  I  deferve  it  all. 

Adam.  You  allHeav  n's  wrath !  how  could  you  bear  a  part^ , 
Who  bore  not  mine,  but  with  a  bleeding  Heart  ? . 
r  was  too  ftubborn,  thus  to  make  you  fue  : 
Forgive  me ;  L  am  more  in  fault  than  you. 
Return  to  me,  and  to  my  Love  return; 
And,  botliofiending,  for  eachother  mourns, 

£;?/er  Raphael. 

Raphael.  Qf  Sin  to  warn  thee,  I  before  was  lent  |  ; 
For  Sin,  I  now  pronounce  thy  Punifhment. 
Yet  that  much  lighter  than  thy  Crimes  require 7 
Th'  All-good  does  not  his  Creatures  Death  defire : 
Juftice  muft  punilh  the  Rebellious  deed; . 
Yet  punifli  fo,  as  Pity  lhall  exceed. . 

Hz  Adaw. 
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AJam.  I  neither  can  difpute  his  Will,  nor  dare: 
Death  will  difinifs  me  from  my  future  Care, 
And  lay  me  foftly  in  my  Native  Duft, 
To  pay  the  forfeit  of  ill-manag  d  truft. 

Eve.  Why  feek  you  Death  ?  confider  ere  you  fpeak; 
The  Laws  were  hard ;  the  Pow'r  to  keep  'em,  weak. 
Did  we  follicite  Heav'n  to  mould  our  Clay, 
From  Darknefs,  to  produce  us  to  the  Day  ? 
Did  we  concur  to  Life,  or  chufe  to  be. 
Was  it  our  Will  which  form'd,  or  was  it  He  ? 
Since  'twas  his  Choice,  not  ours,  which  plac'd  us  here ; 
The  Laws  we  did  not  chufe,  why  Ihould  we  bear? 

Adam.  Seek  not,  in  vain,  our  Maker  to  accufe  : 
Terms  were  proposed ;  Pow'r  left  us  to  refufe. 
The  Good  we  have  en  joy 'd  from  Heav'n's  Free-will ; 
And  lhall  we  muraiur  to  endure  the  111  ? 
Should  we  a  rebel  Son's  excufe  receive, 
Becaufe  he  was  begot  without  his  leave? 
Heav'n's  right,  in  us,  is  more:  firft  form'd  to  ferve; 
The  Good  we  merit  not,  the  111  deferve. 

Raphael.  Death  is  deier'd,  and  Penitence  has  room 
To  mitigate,  if  not  reverfe  the  doom  : 
But,  for  your  Crime,  th'Eternal  does  ordain 
In  EJen  you  no  longer  fliall  remain. 
Hence,  to  the  lower  World  you  are  exil'd:  '^i 
This  Place,  with  Crimes,  fliall  be  no  more  defiFd* 

Eve.  Mud  we  this  blifsful  Paradife  fore-go  ? 

Raphael.  Your  lot  muft  be  where  Thorns  and  Thirties  grow 
Unbid,  as  Balm  and  Spices  did  at  firft 
For  Man,  the  Earth,  of  which  he  was,  iscurft. 

To  Adam.  By  thy  own  toil  procur'd,  thou  food  lhalt  eat  ; 
And  know  no  plenty,  but  from  painful  fweat. 
She,  by  a  Curfe,  of  future  Wives  abhorr'd. 
Shall  pay  Obedience  to  her  lawful  Lord : 
And  he  lhall  rule,  and  Ihe  in  thraldom  live,- 
Defiring  more  of  love  than  Man  can  give. 

Adam,  Heav'n  is  all  Mercy ;  Labour  I  would  chufe,* 
And  could  fuftain  this  Paradife  to  lofe  : 

The 
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TheBlifs;  but  not  the  Place :  here  could  I  fay, 
Heav'n  s  winged  Meflenger  did  pafs  the  Day ; 
Under  this  Pine  the  Glorious  Angel  ftay'd: 
Then  Hiow  my  wondring  Progeny  the  lliade* 
In  Woods  and  Lawns,  where  er'e  thou  didft  appear. 
Each  place  fome  Monument  of  thee  fhould  bear. 
I,  with  green  Turfs,  would  grateful  Altars  raife, 
And  Heav'n,  with  Gums  and  offer'd  Incenfe  praife. 

Raphael.  Where  er'e  thou  art,  He  is;  th'EternalMind 
Afts  through  all  places ;  is  to  none  confin'd  ; 
Fills  Ocean,  Earth  and  Air,  and  all  above, 
And  through  the  Univerfal  Mafs  does  move. 
Thou  canft  be  no  where  diftant :  yet  this  place 
Had  been  thy  Kingly  Seat;  and  here  thy  Race, 
From  all  the  ends  of  peopled  Earth,  had  come 
To  rev'rence  thee,  and  fee  their  Native  home. 
Immortal  then ;  now  Sicknefs,  Care,  and  Age, 
And  War,  and  Luxury's  more  direful  rage. 
Thy  Crimes  have  brought,  to  fliorten  mortal  Breath, 
With  all  the  numerous  Family  of  Death. 

Eve.  My  Spirits  faint,  while  I  thefe  Ills  fore-know : 
And  find  my  felf  the  fad  occafion  too. 
But  what  is  Death? 

Raphael.  In  Vifion,  thou  lhalt  fee  his  griefly  Face, 
TheflCing  of  Terrors,  raging  in  thy  Race. 
That,  while  in  future  fate  thou  fliar'ft  thy  part, 
A  kind  remorfe,  for  Sin,  may  feize  thy  Heart. 

TheScene  fhifts^and  difcovers  Deaths  of  feveral forts.  A  Battle 
at  Land ^  and  a  Naval  Fight. 

Adam.  O  wretched  Offfpring!  O  unhappy  ftate 
Of  all  Mankind,  by  me  betray 'd  to  Fate ! 
Born,  through  my  Crime,  to  be  Offenders  firft; 
And,  for  thofe  Sins  they  could  not  fliun,  accurft. 

Eve.  Why  is  Life  forc'd  on  Man ;  who,  might  he  choofe. 
Would  not  accept  what  he  with  pain  mufl  lofe  ? 
Unknowing,  he  receives  it,  and,  when  known, 
He  thinks  it  his,  and  values  it,  'tis  gone. 

Raphael. 
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Raphael.  Behold  of  ev'ry  Age;  ripe  Manhood  fee. 
Decrepit  Years,  and  helpiefs  Infancy  ; 
Thofewho,  by  lingring  Sicknefs,  lofe  their  Breathy 
Andthofewho,  byDefpair,  fuborn  their  Death: 
See  yon'mad  Fools  who,  for  fome  trivial  Right, 
For  Love,  or  for  miftaken Honour  fight: 
See  thofe  more  mad,  who  throw  their  Lives  away 
In  needlefs  Wars ;  the  Stakes  which  Monarchs  lay, 
When  for  each  others  Provmces  they  play. 
Then,as  if  Earth  too  narrow  were  for  Fate, 
On  open  Seas  their  Quarrels  they  debate ; 
In  hollow  Wood  they  floating  Armies  bear; 
And  force  imprifotfd  Wmds  to  bring  'em  near. 

Eve.  Who  would  the  miferies  of  Man  fore-know  ? 
Not  knowing,  we  but  lhare  our  part  of  woe: 
Now,  we  the  Fate  of  future  Ages  bear ; 
And,  ere  their  Birth,  behold  our  dead  appear. 

Adam.  The  Deaths  thou  lliow'ft  are  forc'd,and  full  of  ftrife  | 
Caft  headlong  from  the  Precipice  of  Life. 
Is  there  no  fmooth  defcent  ?  no  painlefs  way 
Of  kindly  niixing  with  our  native  Clay  ? 

Raphael.  There  is ;  but  rarely  lhall  that  path  be  trod,. 
Which,  without  horror,  leads  to  Death's  abode. 
Some  few,  by  temp'rance  taught,  approaching  flow. 
To  difl;ant  Fate,  by  eafie  Journeys,  go : 
Gently  they  lay  'em  down,  as  ev'ning  Sheep 
On  their  own  woolly  Fleeces  foftly  fleep. 

Adam.  So  noifelefs  would  I  live,  fuch  Death  to  find. 
Like  timely  Fruity  not  fliaken  by  the  Wind, 
But  ripely  dropping  from  the  faplefs  Bough, 
And,  dying,  nothing  to  my  felt  would  owe. 

Eve.  Thus,  daily  changing,  with  a  duller  tafte 
Of  lefs'ning  Joyes,  I,  by  degrees,  would  wafl:e :. 
Still  quitting  ground,  by  unperceiv'd  decay,. 
And  iteal  my  lelf  from  Life,  and  melt  away. 

Raphael.  Death  you  have  feen : 
How  happy  they  in  deathlefs  pleafures  live. 
Far  more  than  I  can  fliow,  or  yoif  can  fee. 
Shall  crown  the  bleft  with  Immortahty.  Here 
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Hen  a  Heaven  defcends.full  of  Angels  and  hie  (fed  Spirits^  mth 
foft  Mufick ;  a  Song  and  Chorus, 

Adam.  O  Goodnefs  infinite!  whofe  Heav'nly  WiM 
Can  fo  much  Good  produce,  from  fo  much  111 ! 
Happy  their  ftate ! 

Pure,  and  unchanged,  and  needing  no  defence^ 
From  Sins,  as  did  my  frailer  Innocence. 
Their  Joy  fmcere,  and  with  no  Sorrow  mixt : 
Eternity  (lands  permanent,  and  fixt. 
And  wheels  no  longer  on  the  Poles  of  Time: 
Secure  from  fate,  and  more  fecure  from  Crime. 

Eve.  Ravilh'd,  with  Joy,  I  can  but  half  repent 
The  Sin  which  Heav'n  makes  happy  in  th'event. 

Raphael.  Thus  arm'd,  meet  firmly  your  approaching  ill : 
For,  fee,  the  Guards,  from  yon'  far  eaftern  Hill 
Already  move,  nor  longer  flay  afford ; 
High  in  the  Air,  they  wave  the  flaming  Sword, 
Your  fignal  to  depart :  Now,  down  amain 
They  drive,  and  gUde,  like  Meteors  through  the  Plain, 

Adam.  Then  farewell  all ;  I  will  indulgent  be 
To  my  own  eafe,  and  not  look  back  to  fee. 
When  what  we  love  we  ne'r  muft  meet  again. 
To  lofe  the  thought,  is  to  remove  the  pain. 

Eve.  Farewell,  you  happy  lhades ! 
Where  Angels  firfl;  Ihould  practice  Hymns,  and  String 
Their  tuneful  Harps,  when  they  to  Heav'n  wou'd  fing. 
Farewell,  you  Flow'ers,  whofe  Buds  with  early  care 
I  watch'd,  and  to  the  chearful  Sun  did  rear : 
Who  now  fliall  bind  your  ftems?  or,  when  you  fall. 
With  Fountain  Streams,  your  fainting  Souls  recall  ? 
A  long  Farewell  to  thee,  my  Nuptial  Bow'r, 
Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  fair  and  fragrant  Flow'r. 
And  laft,  farewell,  farewell  my  place  of  Birth ; 
I  go  to  wander  in  the  lower  Earth, 
As  diftant  as  I  can :  for,  difpofieft, 
Fartheft  from  what  I  once  enjoy 'd,  is  beft. 

Raphael. 


(44) 

Raphael.  The  rifing  Winds  urge  the  tempeftuous  Air  f 
And  on  their  Wings  deformed  Winter  bear : 
The  Beafts  already  feel  the  change ;  and  hence 
They  fly,  to  deeper  Coverts  for  defence: 
The  feebler  Herd  before  the  llronger  run ; 
For  now  the  WarofNatUKe  is  begun: 
But,  part  you  hence  in  peace,  and  having  mourn'd  your  Sin, 
For  outward  Eden  loft,  find  Paradtje  within. 

*^'ExeHnt^ 
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